





ST. COLUMBANS? 


St. Columbans is the American Headquarters of the 
AIM AND Society of St. Columban, a Missionary Society of Secular 
PURPOSE Priests, organized especially for the missions of China and 
the Far East. It was founded in 1918 with the approval 
and blessing of Pope Benedict XV. 





PONTIFICAL On June 5, 1925, His Holiness Pope Pius XI raised it to. 

SOCIETY the rank of a Pontifical Society and made it directly re- 
sponsible to the Sacred Congregation of Propaganda under 
the Canonical Title ‘“Societas Sancti Columbani pro 
Missionibus apud Sinenses.” 


LEGAL The Society of St. Columban is incorporated in the United 

STATUS States under the laws both of Nebraska and New York, 
where its houses are established. Its Legal Title is THE 
CHINESE MISSION SOCIETY OF ST. COLUMBAN. 
This is the proper title to use in drawing WILLS and 
other legal instruments. 


PERSONNEL At the end of 1930 the Society numbered 143 Priests and 

TRAINING 210 students. It has two seminaries in the United States 
or training its priests——a Junior Seminary at Silver Creek, 
N. Y., and a Higher Seminary at St. Columbans, Nebr. 
It has seminaries also in Ireland, Australia, and China. To 
date the Society has been responsible for ordaining 118 
priests. 


MISSIONARY The Society of St. Columban conducts extensive missions 

RECORD in the Provinces of Hupeh and Kiangsi, China, and in 
the Philippine Islands. Its Procure in the Far East is 
at Shanghai. At present it has 60 priests directing various 
branches of missionary activity in foreign fields. Since its 
foundation eight of its missionaries have made the Supreme 
Sacrifice. Five of them died in China, 


In fulfillment of the special work entrusted to it by the 

an ee ND Vicar of Christ, the Society of St. Columban, in addition 
to training its priests, supports them in the Field, builds 
them churches and schools, and maintains their parishes. It 
also supplies means for the support of all other branches 
of the Missionary Apostolate within its jurisdiction. 


This organization of approximately 500 active workers, 
SOURCE OF including priests, sisters, brothers, students, lay auxiliaries, 
SUPPLY native teachers and _catechists, depends entirely on charity 
for its support. Without the DONATIONS OF OUR 
FRIENDS SENT US DIRECTLY THROUGH THE 
MAILS we could accomplish nothing. All donations big 
or little are appreciated and receive a personal acknowl- 





edgment. HIS HOLINESS POPE PIUS XI 
SPIRITUAL All Benef hare in 2,500 M fered for th eae eee 
t are in 2, 
Beare by the Priests sf the ‘Society ducing. each yea Gane APOSTOLIC BENEDICTION 
prayers olfered lor thet, wellewe taoalt aucaheues ent” 9c LO. PACH: BENBPAGTOR 
they share as well in the prayers and sacrifices of the whole OF THE 
Society and particularly in the Apostolic Benediction 
granted by our Holy Father. SOCIETY OF ST. COLUMBAN 
Correspondence may be addressed, and checks made payable, to 
ST. COLUMBANS | 
VERY REV. E. J. McCARTHY, Superior 


ST. COLUMBANS NEBRASKA 
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cs AND Jesus, looking on him, loved him and said to him: ‘One thing is wanting 
unto thee. Go, sell whatsoever thou hast and give to the poor: and thou 
shalt have treasure in heaven. And come, follow Me.’ 
“Who being struck sad at the saying, went away sorrowful: for he had great 
possessions. 


“And Jesus looking round about, saith to His disciples: “How hardly shall they 


po 


that have riches enter into the kingdom of God 
—Mark X, 21-23. 


OVS! 


If you have a vocation to the missionary priesthood, the Society of St. Columban 
will give you the opportunity that you need .. . FREE SCHOLARSHIPS are 
available for suitable candidates. | 


The best time to begin preparation for the priesthood is immediately after Eighth 
Grade. You thus save time and safeguard your vocation . . . There will be vacancies for 
well-recommended boys under twenty years of age next September in St. Columban’s Pre- 
-paratory Seminary, Silver Creek, N. Y. Application should be made NOW. 


s 


: : For information 
‘And Jesus said to them: *. . . Everyone write to 


that hath left house or brethren or sisters or 
father or mother or wife or children or lands, 
for My Name's sake, shall receive a hundred- 
fold and shall possess life everlasting.’ ” 
Matt. XIX, 29. 


The Very Rev. MICHAEL J. TREANOR 
Rector 
St. Columban’s Preparatory Seminary 


Silver Creek, N. Y. 
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By the Rev. JoHN HENEGHAN, 


E have for our consol- 

er, not a God who 
dwells afar off, above the 
tumult of our stress and agony, but One Who 
has felt like us, One Who has suffered like us, 
One Who leans from His Cross along the way- 
side to lift up the weary race of men. The Cross 
was so low to earth along the common way that 
anyone might touch the wounded feet. He meant 
it to be a place of healing and refuge for the soul, 
and He wished that none should miss it. 

We are not worthy of His love—Domine, non 
sum dignus—and as we gaze on His mangled 
body, an overpowering sense of the awful love of 
God rises in the soul. Yet here we daily trifle, 
and forget Him, and spoil His work, and plan 
our lives without Him, ignoring the love that be- 


got us and the love that sent Him to that gibbet — 


for our sake. 


e ze 


ee looked pain in the face. He would not 
drink the drugged cup, and His refusal gives 
an insight into the unexplored realms of His 
generous love. At the head of suffering humanity 
He walks, conscious of every beating heart in the 
long procession, whispering to each, for He made 
each heart separate and alone, and He alone 
knows the strings to touch. He went on to the 
task before Him though He knew the treacheries, 
the revolts and betrayals of every soul in that 
following throng. 

The terrible thought about His Passion is that 
He knew beforehand, knew always, and that He 
deliberately chose this path. Were some mere 
man, some beggar or tramp, deliberately to go out 
and face a howling mob, and endure insults and 
shame, and be whipped and hooted through the 
streets, and be nailed to a tree to prove his love 
for me, could I ever forget the grandeur of his 
love? My sleep would be troubled and sweetened 
by the thought that I was so loved. 


et 8 


ERE we to know beforehand what Christ 
\ YY had to endure, could any of us ask Him to 
go through the Passion for us? And if He were 
to turn and say: “Did you not know that I should 
suffer these things?” what would, what could, any 
man say but words like these: “Lord, if then 
Thou must suffer, Thou wilt not suffer alone; 
we, too, will be where Thou art, and whither 
Thou goest, we shall go, too.” Peter spoke grand 
generous words like these, and we are not less 
human than he. 

It seems so terrible and magnificent that God 
should die for us! It is too good to be true, yet 
it is true. Jesus is God; Jesus died for us sinners 
and for our salvation. Like a child feeling its 


derly put our hands into His side and feel the 
warn heart-throbs of His love. 


: mother’s face, like doubting Thomas, let us ten- 
CF) 
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Missionary of St. Columban 


URING the closing 

days of Holy Week let 
us try to feel as if a friend 
were dying in the next room. Let us not forget 
what is happening on that Cross against the 
spring sky. To Christian souls it is all as near 
as if only last night He writhed in a garden under 
the olive trees, as if last night He said, “Do 
this in commemoration of Me.” 

The Mass this mornihg continues the sacrifice. 
His Passion still endures: He is the laughter of the 
street and the gibe of the salon, and we still have 
the hiss and the sneer: “Bah, if Thou be the Son 
of God, prove Thyself.” He is in the heart of 
every man, either suffering with his sorrows or 
suffering in his sins. 

Our hands are guilty; therefore must His be 
nailed to a cross. Our feet have strayed into sin; 
therefore must His be fastened. We held our 
heads high amongst our fellows; therefore must 
He wear a crown of thorns. We sought our own 
pleasures; therefore must His body be a victim, 
flayed and scourged. 
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HE story of Christ’s love is written in blood 
on His broken body; it was only through 
a broken heart that God’s love could issue forth. 
Loving souls long to finger gently each running 
wound and to feel “Christ’s heart so hot loving 
them.” It was almost as if His love was so strong 
within Him that it eased Him to show men once 
for all what a man’s soul is worth, so that no 
wretch or sinner could ever forget. 

A loud cry of victory rent the agonized silence 
on Calvary; and a soldier said “Behold this is the 
Son of God.” Good Friday, not Palm Sunday, 
was the day of His triumph. This was the great 
enthronement of our king. 

Every missionary is a herald of the King’s 
message from the Cross. His love grows not old 
nor wanes. Today we have that crucifix and His 
own dear Sacrament given the night before He 
died. 


v ze 
E wants. something more than mere compas- 


sion and tears; we must prove our love for 
Him... O Christ, the Holy One of God, for 


everything we thank Thee; for every step in Thy 


Passion, for every stroke of the scourge, for every 
moment’s pain on the Cross we thank Thee. We, 
the creatures ofa day, bow down before the mys- 
tery of Thy Passion. How could You love us so? 
Rain, rain on Calvary, “red rain falling,”—the 


blood of the Lamb who taketh away the sins of - 


the world. 
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“The Road of 
Peaceful Pilgrims” 


On the 






The “Temple of 
Eternal Spring’ stands on the far headland 


A mountain path in Poo-Too. 


sle of 300 “TEMPLES 


A Missionary of St. Columban Reports after Spending Two Weeks on 
Poo-Too...a Chinese Island of Pagan Ponks and Temples 


E COULD have taken the “Ningshao” on Saturday 

evening—a fine boat of the San Peh Line—which would 
have carried us de luxe straight through to Poo-Too by mid- 
day on Sunday. The “Ningshao,” however, is a first-class 
tourist steamer. $30 Mex. is the cost of a round trip ticket. 
Which was sufficient reason for our choosing the “Hsin 
Pekin” as far as Ningpo and traveling @ la Chinoise from 
Ningpo on. This meant $18 Mex., so you will have to admire 
our cleverness. Incidentally, there is a native boat that goes 
all the way from Shanghai, and the fare is just $5; and I 
didn’t discover that till too late. We'll be traveling native 
next year. 

Poo-Too, by the way, is one of the Chusan Islands, an 
archipelago which lies a few miles off the mainland and 
counts close on a hundred islands. Poo-Too is a sacred isle 
and was the object of our pilgrimage. 


The Goddess of Mercy 


The “Tinghai”—maybe a couple hundred of tons register 
—left Ningpo at 8 a. m., more or less, traveled down-river 
for fifteen miles, a few miles across the open sea, and then 


in among the islands. In the early afternoon we passed Sin- 
Ko-Men, where Father McKiernan, C. M., has a beautiful 
church to Our Lady, standing far up on the top of a hill. 
Four p. m. saw us at Poo-Too—or rather, a quarter of a mile 
from the landing stage, and locked in the usual meélée of 
sampans, each clamoring for the honor of carrying us land- 
wards. 

Landing per sampan is more or less exciting, especially 
when you are a household in transit. You see, Poo-Too has 
no hotels and you have to bring all the paraphernalia of a 
summer camp along. With a choppy sea, plus a stampede 
of fellow-passengers all bent on hitting the same sampan— 
well, you can picture the general result. 

What is Poo-Too? Many centuries ago, so says the legend 
(which I quote from hearsay, and therefore without guar- 
anteeing details), a Buddhist monk was en route from India 
to Japan. His traveling companion was the Kuan-Yin-Pusa, 
Goddess of Mercy. When they were opposite Chusan, the 
sea suddenly became covered with lotus and the ship could 
go no farther. The monk took the hint, made a vow to build 
a shrine to Kuan-Yin wherever she would allow the boat 
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to land, and, so says the legend, the 
lotus opened a passage and the ship 
went sailing on. 


Dishonorable Mention 


Poo-Too became the goddess’s Far 
Eastern home. One still sees the rock 
of her landing and the grotto of her 
forty-six transformations. And_to- 


to hospitality on a graded tariff from 
$1 to $5 a day. (The Chinese dollar 
normally equals 50c gold.) We found 
shelter in the ““Temple of the Buddha’s 
Head,” a small monastery built mag- 
nificently high up on a cliff. With the 
sea beating in almost at the foot, you 
never even noticed the few inevitable 
handicaps of “roughing it.” 





The Bay of the Buddha’s Head, Poo-Too Island 


day Poo-Too counts over three hun- 
dred temples, mostly in her honor, 
housing a big population of monks. 
Buddhist pilgrims visit the island in 
thousands and their votive offerings 
are a source of immense revenue, 
though with the increasing materialism 
of the age the offerings are diminish- 
ing. Temple services are elaborate, 
and the fees paid for them are some- 
times almost fabulous. According to 
the size of the offering any number of 
monks from half-a-dozen to two thou- 
sand will take part, the votive offering 
for the latter amounting sometimes to 
$10,000. .Of course, it is only the 
wealthy who can afford a service like 
that. 

By the way, there is a tendency 
among some non-Catholic missionaries 
—one that is certainly not creditable 
to them—to describe these temple cere- 
monies as “Masses.” One gentleman 
in particular—I make no excuse for 
giving him dishonorable mention— 
Hankow correspondent of an English 
paper in Shanghai, persistently makes 
use of this objectionable method to 
identify Catholicism with Buddhism. 
Well, ‘io matter. I guess we'll all be 
in Heaven some day, and then all of 
us will be a great deal more charitable 
towards one another. 


The Buddha’s Head 


But to come back to Poo-Too. You 
seek shelter in one or other of the 
temples. There are always quarters 
for pilgrims, and visitors are entitled 


MONG the attractions of the is- 

land are the splendid beaches, 
great wide stretches of immaculate 
sand. Here there is more or less open 
sea, so one can select either the ex- 
citement of surf-bathing with its at- 
tendant dangers, or a comfortable swim 
in quiet waters which are “navigable,” 
even for modern swimmers, out to a 
great distance. 


The Monks’ Parliament 


Poo-Too is administered by a trium- 
virate of abbots—the abbots of the 
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three principal temples. The smaller 
temples are under the managership of 
priors, and these priors constitute a 
parliament which elects the abbots. The 
abbots direct the spiritual and temporal 
affairs of the island, and their ad- - 
ministration seems to be very success- 
ful. Some of the temples are simply 
magnificent, their great halls roofed 
with yellow and green tiles that glitter 
in the sunlight. The island itself is 
generously and well laid out with paved 
walks and pathways. 


Spisitual Exercises 


However, spiritually speaking, 
things are not as edifying as one might 
expect. Maybe there are numbers of 
sincere monks who tread the contem- 
plative path that leads to Nirvana, but 
I fear that the majority have lower 
ideals. On the public pathways, you 
find groups of them whose favorite 
recreation is “catch-penny,” and other 
similar means of livelihood. It is not 
edifying to see a stampede of monks 
from a solemn ceremony in the temple 
to the gambling cross-roads, bent on 
wagering the fifty or sixty cents which 
each has received for his share in that 
solemn ceremony. 

Opium, too, for all that it is forbid- 
den fruit, is a favorite, though owing 
to the H. C. L. this luxury is confined 
to the upper ranks of hierarchy. The 
prior of the Buddha’s Head had a 
great weakness for the opium pipe. 


Ae MAY be concluded, therefore, 
the religious life of the island is 
not fervent. Except on the occasion 
of pilgrimages, one does not see evi- 
dences of very great “devotion.” Dur- 
ing the two weeks of our stay at the 
“Buddha’s Head” I was anxious to see 


(Continued on page 18) 


The “Temple of the Soul’s Rest,’ Poo-Too Island 
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ome Millionaires 


1 Have Met 


—and Havent! 


By the 


Very Rev. WILLIAM S. McGo.tprRick 






Father McGoldrick 
in pensive mood 


vA Pissionary Gives a Few Glimpses of God’s DMlillionaires . . and Reports His 
Failure to @atch even a Glimpse of the Other Kind 


HAVE never met a millionaire. I mean a millionaire in 

the ordinary sense, though that’s just the sense in which 
they are decidedly out of the ordinary. Perhaps I have met 
one, but he was wise enough not to reveal himself. I have 
read of millionaires, of course, and of their donations to 
various causes. But I do not remember ever reading that a 
Catholic foreign mission was made the million-heir to a 
millionaire. In fact, I feel that many millionaires, if ap- 
proached by a missionary, would be far more likely to give 
him the air than the million. 

But I have met millionaires whose wealth was not in dol- 
lars. They’re the kind the world fails to notice. The world 
never had good sight anyhow. 


My Millionaires 


Recently I have met a number of these millionaires. It 
was through.the mails, the trans-Pacific mails, and it was 
about Christmas time. Yes, I know that we are very near 
Easter now and that Christmas sounds a little out of season. 
But before you attack me for setting up Santa Claus in an 
April shower, let me point out that both Christmas and 
Easter are seasons of joy. So perhaps I am not really vio- 
lating the laws of harmony in publishing with joy what came 
in joy and brought joy. 


FEW months before Christmas, I had written to some 

old friends at home. In the-course of my letter I ven- 
tured to wonder whether I might land a millionaire or two. 
Preferably, of course, two rather than one. I meant the open- 
handed kind, the sort that, like the gentleman in the Gospel 
parable, would “sit down quickly and write fifty. . .” 

Some of the replies that I received were worthy of a place 
in the Library of Congress. And I know that they have a 
place in the Library of Heaven. 

Most of them showed little confidence that my line would 
catch a millionaire. But my correspondents were wrong— 
in a sense. I gathered in quite a few millionaires. Not the 
dollars and cents kind, but the kind that Our Lord Himself 
certified to, that sunny morning long ago in the Temple. 


The Widow 


You remember the incident, don’t you? Our Lord was 


seated there by the Temple Gate, as the magnates of Jerusa- 
lem went in to say their prayers. Can’t you almost see them 
—the wealthy citizens, the successful men, the millionaires 
of Palestine? Good men they were, too—or at any rate, 
they cannot have been too bad. And as they walked in—a 
little pompously, perhaps—they tossed their shekels into the 
treasury, tossed them in plentifully until the coffer rang and 
clanged and rang again. 

Then came the little widow. Perhaps, though,.she wasn’t 
so old at all. But her dress and her shawl were. Both had 
seen better days and both had often been “on the mend.” 
She walked with a stoop, a little wearily. She had to work 
hard for small pay. Perhaps she took in washing or was 
just a scrub-woman in the offices of some of these big busi- 
ness men who were going in before her. 


The Mite 


As she passed in, she tossed—no, dropped—two little cop- 
per cents on top of the shining pile of coins. Just two cents. 
They barely made a tinkle as they fell. Two little brown 
pennies. They wouldn’t buy even a handful of grain for the 
pigeons that flew around the outer courts of the Temple. 

She would have gone in quietly and humbly and nobody 
would have thought twice, or even once, about her, only for 
Our Lord. He suddenly revealed one of Heaven’s little 
secrets—gave the show away, as it were. 


The Millions 


“This poor widow has given more than all the rest,’ He 
said. More than all the big business men and wealthy citizens 
together, with their clanking shekels that they could so well 
afford. The poor, bent little widow had given millions. And 
she had earned an unending reward of heavenly millions. 
For it’s sacrifice and not just the dollar sign that makes 
the real millionaire. 

And that’s the kind of millionaire that I’ve been meeting 
recently. 


H, I’d like to steal a whole hour and more tonight, just 

to tell you something about those letters. It was as good 
aS a sermon—as good as a whole retreat—to read some of 
them. Listen: 


“We came out to this country when 
I was only two. Dad pitched a tent on 
the —— and Mother always made us 
wash our hands and feet and dirty 
faces before we said the rosary. Some- 
times you’d just slip into bed without 
saying the rosary, but Dad was a stern 
disciplinarian (God bless Dad!) and 
you’d have to slip right out again. 
And now I’m old and gray, Maggie, 
and the youngsters are all grown up 
and in homes of their own. . .” 

Another one: “My boy is going to 
be a priest. And oh, when I think of 
it, I could just go up to the altar and 
cry aloud for joy.” God bless the 
writer of that dear letter! 


Eligible 


Speaking of my quest for million- 
aires, I wasn’t the only one on the 
look-out. Look at this letter here on 
my table. No, I won’t show you the 
postmark. It’s from a widow, too—a 
widow with ambitions. Like the Lord 
Chancellor in Jolanthe, she tells her 
secret: “I’m not so old and not so 
plain, and I’m quite prepared to marry 
again.” Well, may God grant her wish. 
I know that she’ll share her millionaire 
with St. Columban’s Missions. She 
proves it even now, when her purse is 
as thin as my own, by sending her dol- 
lar. TH wager that her dollar comes 
very near being worth what those two 
wee cents were worth, that morning 
long ago in the Temple. 


Crinoline and Lavender 


And listen to this: “We had a 
Fashion Exhibit and I went in a dress 
I wore fifty years ago. Got the prize, 
too, and am sending it along for the 
missions in China. . .” Girls will be 
girls. I’m not surprised that such a 
generous soul, enshrined in her lovely 
lavender silk .and crinoline and all, 
made an impréssion. That blushing 
little belle of 1880 deserved her prize 





At St. Columban’s Procure, 
Shanghai 
Newly-arrived Sisters of St. Columban 
arrive after their first rickshaw ride 


and there’s a far bigger one waiting 
for her. Fifty golden years ago she 
carried off the prize, too—namely, 
John. She couldn’t but win now and 
she unselfishly sends me the prize— 
the five dollars, not John! 

Personal 

Here’s another note, which came 
with a neat dollar bill: “I saw your 
picture in THE Far East. You're so 
good-looking. . .” Shucks! 

A different commentary on my pic- 
ture comes in a letter from a boy who 
has been eight years in a hospital: “I 
want to get well and get out of the 
doctors’ care and get back where I 
can hear Mass, not just over the radio. 
I will pray for you, Father. . . Radio 
sermons are all I can hear. You have 
a stern look, Father, but I remember 
another priest with a stern look.” 











The mission at Shang Tang Hsu, Kienchang district 
Here Father Tierney was captured by Reds, Nov. 14, 1930 











GAAREAST 


A es as is nearly up. All you who 
wrote to me and all who didn’t 
write because you didn’t have quite 
as much courage as the little widow— 
I thank you from my heart. May God 
bless you over and over again! When 
supper-time comes—somewhere around 
6 p.m., Central Standard Time—and 
when you’ve said grace, just tell the 
youngsters that there’s a priest saying 
Mass right now far away in Shanghai, 
China. “And he’s talking about-us to 
Our Lord and the Blessed Mother.” 
You'll be telling the truth. I often talk 
about you all, upstairs in our little 
chapel. 

Every letter that came to me will be 
answered. But it was a big hamper, 
thank God, and it may take time to get 
around to yours. A Procurator Gen- 
eral has many duties. But I’ve an- 
swered already, from the altar upstairs, 
and I’ll answer through the mails as 
soon as I can. 


Good Times 


Times are bad all over the world and 
no one realizes better than a mission- 
ary priest how much poverty and suf- 
fering there is, and how much wrong- 
doing and injustice. But no one can 
realize better than he how much good 
there is in the world, too. For the 
world is good and the times are good 
when there are so many millionaires to 
be found —millionaires of sacrifice 
who invest in Heaven, captains of in- 
dustry in the kingdom of God. 


Father Tierney Still Captive 


ATHER CORNELIUS TIER- 

NEY, Superior of St. Columban’s 
Missions, Kienchang, China, is still a 
prisoner in the hands of Red bandits. 
He was seized on November 14 and 
is therefore now about eighteen weeks 
in captivity. 

Little authentic news is available 
concerning Father Tierney. It ap- 
pears that some months ago he either 
made his escape or was set free. After 
journeying about twenty miles, how- 
ever, he was re-captured. 

The priests of our Kienchang mis- 
sion have succeeded in establishing 
some communication with him. The 
most recent reports are that his posi- 


- 


tion is very dangerous indeed. In Jan-. 


uary there were high hopes of his 
speedy release but this optimism has 
given way to a feeling that he is now 
in serious peril. 

Father Tierney has said in one of 
his notes, written as a captive, that he 
is quite willing to die, if God requires 
the sacrifice of him. He has request- 
ed prayers. We echo his request, 
knowing that our readers will re- 
spond generously. 


April, 1931 
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ardinal Van ‘Rossum 


WRITES: 





PALACE OF PROPAGANDA, ROME 


January 30, 1931 


Very Rev. Edward J. McCarthy, Superior, 
The Chinese Mission Society, 
St. Columbans, Nebraska, U. S. A. 
VeERY REVEREND AND DEAR FATHER: 
ay am very grateful for the bound volume of THE Far 
East, which you so kindly sent me and which I had the 
pleasure of receiving a few days ago. I write now, first, to 
congratulate you, dear Father, and all those fervent, zealous 
apostles of the missionary cause who have co-operated with 
you in producing the magazine during the past year. They 
have all done splendid work and the way in which they 
treated various topics was most apt for arousing the readers’ 
interest in the great cause of the missions. 

But above all, the fundamental reasons for missionary 


activity and for the participation of all Catholics in this es-_ 


sential work were set forth by you in your monthly notes on 
the position, the needs and the possibilities of our missions. 
When opening the Missionary Exposition in 1925, His 
Holiness Pope Pius XI said: ‘The great impulse to action 
always comes from the region of ideas.” Hence in order to 
bring about a general co-operation with missionary work— 
and general co-operation is absolutely essential for its suc- 
cess—we desire all Catholics to be instructed, and fully in- 
structed, concerning the importance, the necessity and the 
progress thus far of the extension of Christ’s Kingdom in 
the mission-fields, and also concerning the duty of co-operat- 
ing with the missionaries, the need for this co-operation 
and the impossibility of attaining satisfactory results—if any 
at all—without this continual support. 

The faithful must understand the great honor which di- 
vine Providence has bestowed on them in letting them assist 
a work which is divine in its origin and essence. They 
need to be convinced that it is of eternal profit to them to 
labor in union with Christ, Whom the missionaries represent, 
for the increase of God’s glory and the spread of the Reign 
of Jesus. 

This has been your continual, and by no means easy, work 
during the past year, and indeed for many years now. Thus 
you are slowly but surely promoting the growth of mission- 
ary action among the Catholics of the United States. As 
chief of all the missionary action of the Church, I am very 
grateful for the valuable help that you have been giving me 
in my labors and I gladly avail myself of this occasion to 
express my sentiments of satisfaction and thanks to yourself 
and your colleagues. 

With all my heart I bless your magazine. I bless also in 
a most special way your benefactors: those who read THE 
Far East and who give it to others to read; those who en- 
deavor to increase your circle of readers and who may in 





His Eminence William Cardinal Van Rossum 
Prefect of the Sacred Congregation de Propaganda Fide 


any way spread the knowledge of the missionary principles 
and practice presented so admirably by you in every issue. 

I hope, and I pray Our Lord and the Queen of the Mis- 
sions, that this work of yours may have ever-growing suc- 
cess and that it may also arouse many vocations for your 
Society, which has already in so few years done so much 
for the Church of God. 

With my blessing, I am, dear Father McCarthy, 

Yours faithfully in Christ, 
W. M. Carp. van Rossum 
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SUCDEUOCHOLCCUGDEGDOCOUCROUOONERCOROUORCOUROROOR DSO HORT ORGOROOTTOODONONED? 


On Good Friday 


Kneel before a crucifix ... 
look at it — hard... think 
“Who? For whom? Why?”.. 
and ask yourself: 


What am I doing in return? 


The burning thirst of Our 
Saviour is for souls. Aid the 
missionaries, who have gone to 
seek the most forlorn of all 
souls. 

What am I doing for Him 

Who has died for me? 


TOUOUEAOUUORESOUOSSORROOLOCROORURSORNGUSOSUGRCSOCRRCOSRGCRLELORCRCCORROC ORES. 


OOCOSEORCODGRERECCCOCOSSOCHETCOCCONECOCOUCOORESCRODODRORGORGRODOGHOCOCERTeRCEDES 
SUCOROOUNOUROCSOTCC UCDO ORTOCRCCOUCECESODCCCCOCOCT ROR UNOS DOG ENGR ECCEEORURGHORTNCGESD 


The Fall of Fengkow 
by Father Charles C. Donnelly 


BOUT three weeks before last 

Easter, I was in Fengkow prepar- 
ing for the coming feast, when I re- 
ceived a letter from the Bishop asking 
me if it would not be advisable for me 
to come to Hanyang. He had heard 
that Fengkow was in danger. 


Danger Signs 


A fortnight earlier Yo-Ba had been 
sacked, and some of our people had 
been warning me that Fengkow was to 
be attacked very shortly. Coming so 
soon after these other ominous indica- 
tions, the Bishop’s letter certainly did 
not strengthen my confidence in the 
safety of Fengkow. Still I did not 
think that there was any great need 
for hurry. As it was so near Easter, I 
wanted to stay a few weeks longer in 
the town. 

Next morning, however, while I was 
at breakfast, one of the neighbors 
came in and asked me if I had seen 
the rear wall of our church. I an- 
swered “No.” Expecting to have to 
add a mason’s wages to my already 
overburdened maintenance account, I 
went out to look. 

The bricks were all in place, but 
covering them were several large post- 
ers bearing the usual communist ‘slo- 
gans and catch-cries. That showed me 
that our friends were getting nearer 
and bolder. 


Time to Move 


I decided that it would be foolhardy 
to remain. Preparing to move, I spent 
the rést of the day stowing my belong- 
ings into boxes. To take them with 
me was out of the question, as the 
down-river traffic was under strict 
surveillance of communists and their 
friends, The journey would be risky 
enough for myself, without advertis- 
ing my presence by a cargo of bag- 
gage. You may be sure I did not rel- 
ish the prospect of that trip at all... 





Amid the Shells, Father Donnelly Escapes the Shot. . . 
Bishop Galvin and His Suite . . . Easter 2orning 
of St. Vincent de Paul 


Among the Eggs 


We have an old Catholic living near 
the church in Fengkow. His name is 
Din-Min-Sin. Well, he undertook to 
get me to Shinti without mishap. 

The plan he adopted was this. He 
usually carries eggs between Fengkow 
and Shinti. As on this trip he was 
taking only half a cargo, I took pos- 
session of the center of his boat. I 
was cg»sealed from view by crates of 
eggs around and above me. 

We made the journey safely and 
reached Shinti that night. Thence I 
came down to Hanyang by steamer. 

It was only when I arrived in Han- 
yang that I learned the true state of 
affairs about Fengkow. Its fall was ex- 
pected any day and the situation was 
very tense. 


The Fall of Fengkow 


Within two weeks the blow fell. 
The two hundred local guards offered 
little resistance. The communists did 
a good deal of damage. They would 
have burned the church and priest’s 





“We made the journey safely” 
Down this river, Father Donnelly 
journeyed, hidden amid a cargo of 

eggs 


hotise but they refrained, owing to the 
earnest entreaties of the local Catho- 
lics. It was a small favor, when you 
consider the poor protection the old 
shack—it was nothing more—gave 
against wind and rain. But all the 
same it is-good to know that we still 
have it. 


Hope Eternal 


Fengkow has been hard hit. But 
amid the destruction the spark of Faith 
is still alight. A little patience and the 
coming of peace will fan it to flame. 


Fire ! 
By a Sister of St. Columban 


ESTERDAY afternoon we had a 
fire. And consequently it was a 
very exciting afternoon. 

The fire was not actually on our 
premises. It was in the house next to 
us on the church side. Fortunately it 
is separated from us by some waste 
ground and a high wall. Fortunately, 
too, for the neighbors, there was no 
wind. 


The Fire-Fighters 


The blaze was at its height when 
the “fire engine”’—save the mark !— 
trundled along. It is a kind of wheel- 
barrow affair. The firemen were a 
number of coolies in uniform jackets, 
with Chinese characters written on 
their backs. Each was equipped with 
a pole and two buckets and all set to 
work, feeding the engine from our 
well and Father Crossan’s. Mean- 
while the fire chief—or head coolie— 
beat.a tin pan and his chief duty 
seemed to be to make everyone as 
excited as himself. He rushed about 
like a madman, now and again giving 
a wild spring into the air. He gave 
one such spring against our compound 
door and burst it in, landing on top of 
Sisters M. Michael and Columban 
who were about to go out. They turned 
and ran, 


Fun and Fright 


I was watching the whole scene ~ 
from St. Joseph’s and in the middle 
of my most fervent aspirations, I got 
hysterical with laughter. I never saw 


April, 1931 


the Missions 


... Fire! Fire! .. . other 2. Agnes on Patrol Duty 
on the Dissions . . . Ghe Daughters of @harity 


Busy in Peiping 


anything so funny. St. Joseph’s (the 
catechumenate) was really in greater 
danger than the convent and the girls 
were terribly frightened. They rushed 
upstairs at once, and in about two 
minutes arrived down, carrying all 
manner of bundles and boxes. They 
were ready to fly and we had some 
trouble in calming them down. 

Sister got them to kneel outside and 
recite the rosary. It was a touching 
little scene and a striking contrast to 
the yelling crowds a few yards away. 


Primitive as our fire department is, 


they had the fire under control in less 
than an hour, and before nightfall they 
had it extinguished altogether—for 
which we were very grateful. Need- 
less to say, the whole population of 
Hanyang had come on the scene, and 
if the fire had lasted through the night, 
it wouldn’t have been very pleasant, 
as we couldn’t close our gates. 


EFORE we took up work in our 

new dispensary, we had the En- 
thronement of the Sacred Heart there. 
Father Crossan performed the cere- 
mony. I’m sure the Sacred Heart will 
bless our work. 


First Patients 


Our first patient was a wee crippled 
lad. Imagine our surprise when about 
ten soldiers came in. Only six of them 
wanted treatment but they were all 
very quiet. 7 

Our new dispensary boy is a real 
treasure. He was with Father Crossan, 
who reluctantly agreed to part with 
him. He is an ex-student and also an 
ex-policeman. The latter qualification 
gives the assurance that he can handle 
the crowd of patients! Just recently 
we learned that he had even been do- 
ing dispensary work in Pu-Chi. Joined 
to all this he is gentle and well-man- 
nered., 

Stop Thief! 

I almost forgot to tell you about my 
catching a thief. One day I was stand- 
ing on the steps leading from the re- 
fectory to the kitchen, when I chanced 
to observe a man passing the kitchen 


window and going towards the gate. 
I did not think any more about him; 


but a short time after, I found myself 
standing on the same spot and saw him 
passing again. This time he was on 
his way out and he had a bundle under 
his arms. 

Thinking that the bundle might be 
our white habits, which had just come 
back from the laundry, I ran out after 
him. He got out through the gate be- 
fore my voice reached him, but I fol- 
lowed him along the street and up 
Louga’s lane, running all the time. I 
shouted after him in Chinese. He 
heard me and turned. Seeing me run- 
ning, he dropped the bundle and took 
to his heels. 

I ran on, picked up the bundle and 
came home, feeling quite proud of my- 
self. I had recovered the ironing blan- 
ket and ironing sheet! 

S. M. Acnes. 


The Bishop at Home 

by Father Hugh F. Sands 
T WAS about 3 p. m. on the after- 
noon of Holy Saturday when our 
brave tub halted on the bank of the 
Hai at a miserable little village some 
three Ji from Bao-Sau-Chao, “the place 


Fengkow before the Fall 
A glimpse from the placid river 
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At Easter 


Don’t let this idea be crushed 
under your new hat—or, in 
these times, your old one, 
blocked. The idea is: 

Jackie Mitebox 1s due home 
at St. Columbans. And the fat- 
ter, the finer. 

Holy Saturday is a good day 
to mail the contents of your 
mitebox. The address as you 
know, is 


St. Columbans, 
Nebraska 


TOOOORTTDOCHLL ONES OCD OCR CO NCSU RECN OC HORSOCUSSOCRCOROCHCOERORTORRRECHRCD SCHED 


CURDCUU ODODE TOOO ROCA OCE NOTA RDO NLO USOC UODONR DOS OO OCC ROONCCR ODE eCRORERCH Ree T oes oO R: 
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of the precious bridge,” and incidental- 
ly of the Bishop’s House. The little 
party was made up of the Bishop and 
a few teachers and myself. We had 
left Yo-Kow four hours earlier, after 
seeing the Paschal Candle ablaze and 
hearing the first of the Easter Alle- 
luias. We had had a quiet sail enough; 
but we were mighty glad to get on 
land to stretch our cramped limbs. 


Fertile Hupeh 


We started off together along the 
winding path across the field of 
waving corn. At this time all Hupeh 
is one vast plain of green crops, mostly 
grain—corn, wheat, rye, barley, with 
mosaics of vegetables sprinkled all over 
the scene, and here and there a rice 
paddy. 

As we trudged along, I continued 
making enquiries about the new parish. 
You see, Bao-Sau-Chao is a new par- 
ish set up by Bishop Galvin less than 
a year ago, and he himself is the pastor 
there. In theory I am helping him 
since last October. In practice this is 
my first visit to the parish. 

“Do you see that white wall over 
there among the trees? I live behind 
that wall.” 


The Bishop’s Residence 


In a few minutes we were behind 
the wall, and lo! here was the Bishop’s 
house. The suite of rooms,— living 
room, dining room, office, bedrooms, 
library, etc.—takes little time to view. 
You simply open what might be a barn 
or a stable door, and step into a room 
that has a Chinese bed along the wall. 
A rough table, covered with an old 
newspaper, and two boxes complete the 
furniture. 

The room is about nine feet high and 
has two small windows, one in the 
back, the other in front. Each window 
has four small panes of glass. That 
box at the foot of the bed contains the 
Bishop’s outfit; the other is a Mass- 
kit. 
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“You have no luxuries here, 
Bishop.” 

“Oh, I’m quite happy here. I be- 


lieve in reducing the Bishop to essen- 
tials. Anyhow this is a real palace 
in comparison with the shack where I 
spent the cold months of winter. Over 
there, when the rain came down, there 
was simply no shelter from it. Many 
a time I got up at night and moved 
around looking for a dry spot but I 
could find none. This little room keeps 
out the rain.” 

“But what about food?” 

“Well, the poor people here are very 
good. Of course, I didn’t have any 
butter or milk here all winter; but a 
man can manage without these things.” 


Easter Morning 


On Easter morning there was a good 
crowd present for Mass and Holy 
Communion. The church was a room 
about four times as big as the resi- 


dence. About fifty people came to 
crush into it. The rest had to stay 
outside. 


After Mass the Bishop went among 
his little flock. He has a wonderful 
grasp of the Chinese language and 
knows the character of the people very 
well. Somehow they seem to feel that 
he is one of themselves—that he knows 
their needs and is there to help them. 


Good Samaritan 


He spent the afternoon trying to 
solve their difficulties. Two old women 
came to have their sore eyes bathed— 
the one a Christian, the other a pagan. 
The Bishop himself performed that 
work of charity... 

But I must leave him now. He says 
that when times improve and the 
money is more plentiful, he intends en- 
larging his church and home... 


Hospital Work in (hina 
by a Sister of Charity 
Central Hospital, West City, Peiping 


COUPLE of years ago the Cen- 

tral Hospital in Peiping (Pekin) 
found itself facing a serious crisis. 
For lack of funds its activities were 
gradually restricted and it was in dan- 
ger of being closed down. 

Happily Providence came to the 
rescue. The authorities entrusted the 
hospital to Mr. Lo Pa Hong of Shang- 
hai anid: a brighter day dawned. (See 
THE Far East, December 1929, page 
304.) 


“A Great Man” 


Mr. Lo Pa Hong is a great man and 
a great Christian. He is all for God 
and the Church, Extremely energetic 
and capable, he is well able to carry 
the heavy responsibilities laid on him. 
On taking over the hospital from the 


Chinese government, he had his part- 
ner, Mr.°Chow, come to live in the 
institution. The first thing Mr. Chow 
did was to open a Free Ward of thirty 
beds. This ward now has sixty beds. 

About a year ago we had some piti- 
able little patients in these sixty beds. 
This is how they came to us: 


Famine 

You have heard of the famine in 
Kansu province. The floods, the grass- 
hoppers destroying the corn, the rob- 
ber bands, all produced, inevitably, a 
terrible famine. Men, women and chil- 
dren were reduced to fearful straits 





“T believe in reducing the bishop 
to essentials” 
Bishop Galvin, Hanyang, ready for 
the road 


for lack of food. Dead bodies were 
sought after; little children were ex- 
changed, lest the starving parents 
should eat their own ... It was too 
awful for words. 

All this dire misery became known 
in Shanghai and the Red Cross there 
wrote to the Association of Good 
Works, asking the members to direct 
the children to Peiping, where they 
were to stay until they were strong 
enough to send to Shanghai. The little 
ones had to walk 47 li—over fifteen 
miles—to arrive here. They ate what- 
ever they found on the way. Some of 
them died by the roadside. When at 
length they had covered this distance 
on foot, a train took them the rest of 
the way to Peiping. Clothes had to 
be sent on to meet them. It was a ter- 
rible sight to see them when they 
arrived.. 


The Gloom Lifts 


We brought the little patients. into 
the Free Ward and tucked them in 
warmly. But there was no talking or 
even smiling. Some of them ate ra- 
venously. Others could eat nothing. 
They were thus for two or three days 


PfAREast 


and then gradually they seemed to 
come back to life. We had only the 
sick ones, of course. The others were 
left in charge of the Association, 
which looked after them very well. 
Over a thousand were sent off to 
Shanghai... 

Every day two of our Sisters would 
go over to the Home to attend to small 
ailments. In one day there would be 
as many as 150 children needing some- 
thing. Thanks to our President, Mr. 
Chow, everything was free from 
hereicear 


Prudence Is Prompt 


Your letter received about Jackie 
Mitebox. With the idea in mind that 
delays are dangerous, I am sending 
you a donation towards helping the 
missionary cause. N. Y. 


* Ok Ok 


Sudden Service 


Thanks for the letter and for Little 
Jackie. I’m not going to wait until 
Easter to return him, but I will send 
him back at once. I only wish it was 
more. Use it where you need it most. 
N. Dak. 

AR 
The Blush Is Ours 
I look forward each month to the 


pleasure of reading your clever maga- 


zine. N. Y. 
kOe Ox 


Serving the School 


We take a reading period with it in 
class. The February issue was most 
interesting. Sister M. R., N. J. 


* * 


Canada Speaking 


I have been taking Tur Far East 
for some time now and I never tire of 
reading it. P. Q., CANADA. 


* * 


The Sugar on the Pill 


Like all your other subscribers, I 
wouldn’t be without Tue Far East... 
I enjoy Tue Far East best of all. 
The articles are short, very interest- 
ing and “alive.” Even the little preach- 
ings are sugar-coated and easy to 
take. N. Y. 

Te 


Colum Makes Another Hit 


THE Far East is really wonderful 
and I have decided to take it for an- 
other year. I enjoy the stories and 
jokes, but enjoy the column by Colum 
mostly. N. J. 


* oe OK 
And the Other Parts ? 


Your magazine is quite witty in 
parts. I enjoy it. N. Y. 
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Two ‘Famous G UCHINGS 


By the 
Rev. J. J. Hocan 


If Ever You @ome to Sung-Ho... But Perhaps You 
Never Will. So Father Hogan Gells You Now What the 
Catholics of the Village Would Surely Narrate to You. 


F EVER you happen to come to 

Sung-Ho to pay me a visit, the 
Catholics, who, by the way, are fond 
of a chat, will gather around and tell 
you about two famous sick calls. The 
first of the two fell to the lot of Father 
Thomas Devlin. It'was my happy priv- 
ilege to participate in the second. 

Concerning the first I am unable to 
go into detail, as I was not here at 
the time. But the Catholics will tell 
you that the sick call came about eight 
o’clock in the evening. It was raining 
in torrents. The call was to a place 
called Hsu-Jia-Tzi. You’d almost guess 
from the name that it is the most dis- 
tant mountain mission in our district. 
And even if you haven’t guessed, that’s 
what it is. To make matters worse, 
the heavy rain was accompanied by a 
tremendous storm. 


Healthy Invalid 


I have no doubt that Father Dev- 
lin set out on that sick call with a 
light heart. That’s the kind of man 
Father Devlin is. According to local 
reports, he was nearly blown off the 
side of the mountain that night. But 
anyhow he fought his way on through 
rain and storm and finished his course. 
But when, after traveling on foot all 
night in that raging tempest, he ar- 
rived at his destination, the good Fa- 
ther found the sick man in surprisingly 
good health. . ..I have never dared to 
ask the Catholics here just what Father 
Devlin said on making this discovery. 
But when next I see Father Devlin, I 
will ask him to tell me in confidence. 

Father Devlin is considered some- 
thing of a prophet in these parts. It 
was from this same incident that he 
managed to acquire the reputation. 


Prophecy 


It happened like this. A few hours 
before the sick call came in, Father 
Devlin jokingly remarked to a Cath- 
olic: “What if a sick call comes in to- 
night from Hsu-Jia-Tzi?” The Cath- 
olic listened for a moment to lashing 


rain and raging winds and then ex- 
claimed that even if a sick call did 
come, surely the Father could not go 
out on such a night. Father Devlin 
merely said “Let us wait and see.” 
And before long they saw. 


Y SICK call, the second of those 

I have mentioned, had nothing 

prophetic preceding it. But it had this 

much in common with Father Devlin’s 

—it came on an evening of torrential 
rains, 


The Summons 


It was a Sunday evening when an 
unexpected mountaineer “blew in” and 
told me that a Catholic was dying in a 
place called San-i-Jia-Tzung. It was 
already dark when he arrived and it 





Through the Moon-Gate 
you see the Pond of the Sacred Lotus 
(“On the Isle of 300 Temples’) 


was raining very heavily. The unfor- 
tunate man had first gone to Wu-Tai 
in the hope of getting a priest there. 
Finding none, he had come down to 
Sung-Ho. This meant that he had al- 
ready covered a distance of over twen- 
ty miles. 

I told him to take a meal quickly, 
and that Iwas very sorry but he would 
have to take the road again almost im- 
mediately to lead us to the dying Cath- 
olic. The journey would entail a walk 
of about thirteen miles over mountains. 

The Catholics made every effort to 
get me to wait until the next morning. 
They told me that the heavy rain made 
traveling impossible and that the road 
was very dangerous at night on ac- 
count of bandits. I asked them if they 
thought I could go to bed and wait for 
the morrow, when perhaps for the 
sick person there would be no morrow 
—on this earth. 

Seeing that I was determined to go, 
the teacher literally girded his loins 
and took a lighted lamp in his hands. 
And thus he, the guide and I set out on 
our errand, 


Thunderstorm 


We had not proceeded far when a 
terrific thunderstorm burst over our 
heads. A tree was struck by lightning 
and fell to the ground, a charred mass 
of burnt wood. On that night my 
esteem of my teacher’s faith in prayer 
went up several degrees. At each flash 
of lightning—and they were wicked 
flashes, too—he would break out into 
the most fervent aspirations to God 
and Mary. He was terrified and I tried 
to restore his courage and make him 
believe that his last moments had not 
yet come. But he would not listen to 
any mere human assurances. And any- 
how the fear that is the beginning of 
wisdom is a mighty good thing for all 
of us and as long as his terror took 
refuge in prayer, I had only to praise 
rather than complain. 


Watery Way 


As we ascended the mountain, he 
continued his litany aloud. The down- 
fall of rain was so heavy that it made 
a wild torrent of the narrow mountain 
path. It was no easy matter to push 
on over the submerged stones with the 
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water rushing over our feet. At one 
place we had to cross a small river. 
We did not stop to take off our shoes 
but just waded right in. My umbrella 
was by now helplessly torn and bat- 
tered by the storm. Our clothes were 
soaked through. 

After some time the storm passed 
away and the moon came out to light 
us on our road. Our spirits rose and 
I began to take an interest in our sur- 
roundings. We were climbing a steep 


SESE 


The Hall of the Kuan-Yin idol 
(“On the Isle of 300 Temples’) 


hill at the moment and the place was 
thickly wooded. In the light of the 
moon the trees looked like gracious 
palms and the whole scene had a soft, 
oriental appearance. . . 


“Leopards!” 


But my aesthetic. emotions got a 
rude jolt before long. We had just 
climbed the hill and were traveling 
along a narrow path bounded on both 
sides by small copses. Suddenly to the 
left I heard a peculiar noise like the 
rasping of a blunt saw on hard wood. 
My heart gave a jump, for I knew 
only*too well what that noise implied. 
To make sure, I called out to my teach- 
er to stop and listen. He did so and 
then he asked the guide what the noise 
was. Blunt came the guide’s reply: 
“Leopards !’ 

I asked him if there was any danger 
of their attacking us. He gave me the 
cheerful answer that there was, and 
told us to move on as fast as we could. 
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On we went, none of us caring to 
speak. I. was the last in the line and I 
cast many a glance behind to see if 
the leopards were on our trail. 


False Alarm 


This tension was soon broken by a 
rather humorous incident. The guide 
was walking a few paces ahead of us. 
All of a sudden he gave an unearthly 
yell and jumped back almost in our 
arms. I thought that ‘we had surely 
walked right into a leopard’s den. But 
on our anxiously asking him what was 
the matter, the guide replied coolly that 
we had gone a little astray. That was 
all. 

The teacher, hearing his explanation, 
lost all patience and called him a sao 
(fool) for alarming us like that. At 
this point my sense of humor came to 
the rescue and I started to laugh, rea- 
lizing how jumpy we all were. Then 
the teacher joined in and before long 
even the guide was laughing with us. 


Journey’s End 


We proceeded on our way and it 
was after midnight when we arrived 
at our destination. Well do I remem- 
ber that first glimpse of San-i-Jia- 
Tzung by moonlight. Of all the mis- 
erable spots I have ever’ struck, San-i- 
Jia-Tzung takes first place. It can be 
best described as a few old mud cabins 
thrown together on the side of a high 
mountain. 

The Catholics gave us a great wel- 
come, when we at length succeeded in 
waking them up. My first inquiries 
were for the poor sick woman. I found 
her very weak. I did all I could for 
her, and then went to bed for a few 
hours in order to have my clothes dried 
by the fire. 


Next morning I celebrated Mass in > 


that little mountain cabin and preached 
briefly for the Christians. Then, after 
breakfast, my teacher and I set off for 
home, not on foot this time, but nobly 
mounted on a pair of handsome 
donkeys ! 





Personal 


To Every Boy 


Take this copy of Tue Far 
East away with you to some 
quiet place . . . Turn back to 
the cover . . . look at the cen- 
tral picture . . . look at it with 


a long, steady look. Then ask 
yourself slowly and honestly: 


Dors Tu1s Mean Mer? 


If it does, you know what to 
do. (Read page 1.) Fear noth- 
ing. God is for you. 

Tue EpitTors 
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Thanks Be To God 


Chicago, Ill—Enclosed please find 
donation, offering for favor received 
through the intercession of St. An- 
thony. I promised publication. 

Brooklyn, N. Y.—The enclosed do- 
nation i§ in thanksgiving to the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus for a favor 
received. Please publish. 

San Diego, Calif.—Enclosed you will 
find offering for a Mass of thanks- 
giving for position secured. I prom- 
ised publication in THe Far East 
in honor of the Sacred Hearts of 
Jesus and Mary, and also the Little 
Flower. 

Chicago, Ill—The enclosed dona- 
tion for the priests in China is in 

' thanksgiving to the Sacred Heart 
and the Blessed Virgin for a favor 
granted. Please publish. 

Boulder, Colo—I am sending a 
check for the missions. Will you 
please publish thanksgiving for a 
favor obtained through the interces- 
sion of the Blessed Virgin Mary? 


Binghampton, N. Y.— Will you 
please publish thanksgiving for a 
favor received through the interces- 
sion of the Little Flower ? 


Muscatine, Ia—I am enclosing of- 
ferings for Masses—one for the 
Poor Souls, and one in honor of the 
Infant Jesus, the Blessed Mother 
and St. Joseph for favor received. 
Please publish. 


Terre Haute, Ind.—The enclosed is 
an offering for a Mass in honor of 
St. Jude in thanksgiving for favors 
received. Please publish in THe 
Far East. 


Wauwatosa, Wis.—Please publish in 
THE Far East my thanksgiving to 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 


Fargo, N. D.—Will you please pub- 
lish thanksgiving for favor received 
through the intercession of St. Phi- 
lomena ? 


Harrison, N. Y.— Please publish 
thanksgiving for favor received 
through the Most Precious Blood of 
Our Lord and the intercession of 
the Little Flower. 


New York, N. Y.—I am enclosing a 
donation for favor granted through 
the intercession of St. Jude. 


New Orleans, La.—Please accept 
this small donation, which, though 
small, is gladly given by a young 
boy who hasn’t much. It is for a 
favor received. Hope it will be a 
little help in your great work. 


Los Angeles, Calif—Please publish 
thanksgiving in honor of Our 
Lady of Perpetual Help, St. Rita 
and St. Jude, for favors received, 
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Jim was the first to see the thing the light revealed ... Brent turned and saw tt, too 


HHREE tramps sat before a bonfire under the shadows 

of the tall Ozark pines, their backs to the crumbling 
wall of an old barn, in which long mangers, filled with hay, 
offered comfortable beds for the night. = 

“The world don’t owe me nothing and I don’t owe the 
world nothing,” sententiated Jim, rolling a cigarette. 

“Even if the world owed you something, try and collect!” 
laughed Brent, the youngest of the three, as he balanced a 
can filled with coffee above the fire. “The world’s a mighty 
funny boss; he forgets to hand out the pay envelopes on 
Saturday.” 

“There is only one Master who does not forget when Sat- 
urday night comes around,” whispered Kuth, whose long 
white beard gave him the semblance of a patriarch. 


“Say, Kuth if you start on that bunk, you better go and: 


build your little fire behind that rock. We've had all we 
wanted of your gaff last night, when you preached to us till 
we fell asleep,” chided Jim. “Honest, man, with all your 
education and saintly line, you should enroll as a missionary 
to China.” 

“T wish I could,” said the old man, meditatively. “But I 
am feeble, and others better fitted than myself are privileged 
in that work. Furthermore,” he added, smiling. “I am not 
worthy, I—whom men called Barabbas for a score of years.” 

“They called you ‘Barabbas’? Who was he?” asked Jim. 
_ “Shut your mouth and don’t air your ignorance,” laughed 
Brent, addressing himself to Jim. “Let the old man tell his 
yarn. Come on, Kuth, tell us about it.” ; 


LD man Kuth leaned forward and spoke, while the glow’ 


of the dying fire played bizarre pranks over his wrin- 
kled features: . 


Far East Short Story 
by 


Rosa ZAGNONI MARINONI 


“Yes, they called me Barabbas,” he began. “‘An accursed 
name that branded me even among those walking shadows 
that called themselves men. Once in San Francisco, I asked 
one of them: ‘Why do you call me Barabbas?’? And Squint, 
the puny one of them, with the drooping eyes, who, conscious 
of his pitiful body, knew he could talk with impunity, told 
me: ‘We call you Barabbas, because he who follows you 
gives up a bit of the soul in him.’, And Squint laughed in 
my face. That puny body of his was no protection to him 
that day, even though I knew he had voiced the truth. 

“T felt something dead in me, that something which was 
like a night with the face of the moon turned away, and I 
often thought: Where is that part of me that is turned away 
from the world—is it looking at the stars? 

“On nights like this, when the fire dies low, when the hoot 
owls cry in the distance, and the wild cats scurry among 
the underbrush, I like to lie alone and think of the Barabbas 
in me, now that he is dead. And when I meet wanderers 
like myself, who ask me of my past as you did tonight, I 
tell them of Barabbas. 


a Barabbas was first born in me, (he went on), 
‘ it was on a calm night in the African Jungle, far 
away from here... I was an explorer in those days, a happy 
man, with ambition, the love of God and of my fellowmen. 
My wife Tada, whom I loved dearly, was ever at my side. 
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That night I sat outside my tent, the 
natives crouched on their knees turn- 
ing Caruma cakes over flat stones. 
Tada was singing, while Captain 
Dover, my partner in the expedition 
and trusted friend, sat near us smok- 
ing. 

Tada was beautiful, with a pale and 
calm cameo-like beauty, but endowed 
with an adventurous heart that had 
prompted her to follow me in that ex- 
pedition into the wilderness at the cost 
of endangering her life. It was on a 
night like that, when suddenly I was 
taken sick of that malady which had 
been our. fear for months, the black 
small-pox. The natives were in terror 
of it. They believed it was the hand 
of the evil one that fell upon them 
and left its brand. 

The moment that feeling of 
nausea came over me, I knew that 
I had been visited. I arose from 
my seat, walked to my tent and 
called my man. “Sigo,” I said to 
him, “I want you to draw the cur- 
tains about my bed, for I am 
stricken with the plague.” 


I well remember the fear in 
Sigo’s eyes. He knew the previous 
day the natives had burned at the 
stake a man victim of the plague. 
To them it was the evil spirit’s 
manifestation and he who fell vic- 
tim to it had to suffer destruction. 

Sigo knelt by my bed. “They 
shall never know, master, they 
shall never know!” he sobbed. 

“Sigo, bring my wife away from 
here,” I told him. “All of you 
must go, fold the tents, move 
southward; for if you stay, the 
natives may destroy our caravan.” 

“Master, we shall not desert 
you,” poor Sigo cried. “We will 
nurse you, master, we will take 
you back to health and the city.” 

I smiled at his words, for I 
knew he spoke the truth in him, 
but still not all men were of Sigo’s 
heart. 


At last he consented to go and se- 
cretly tell my wife and partner of my 
tragic plight. 


OURS passed. When Sigo re- 

turned, I saw from his face he 

was the bearer of evil news, for in the 

flickering light of the lantern his face 
looked haggard and drawn. 

He came up to my bedside, his head 
bowed. ‘“Sigo,” I demanded, “what 
kept you away so long?” 

“Master,” sobbed Sigo, “they are 
gone, and by dawn all will have left 
you.” 

“Who has gone?” I asked; and he 
replied: 

“Your lady, master, and the Captain. 


When they heard the sad tidings, they 
hurriedly «left on horses, with six 
natives bearing provisions, and ordered 
the caravan to move on at dawn.” 
Tada had left me without a word of 
comfort or a note of farewell ! 


When I fully realized what her ges- 
ture meant, I knew the plague was not 
the direst scourge that had visited me 
that day. For in that moment I doubted 
my God—something gruesome took 
life in me—and I became Barabbas. 

At dawn all had left me but Sigo. 
It was he who dragged me into a cave 
and kept me there in hiding, bringing 
me food, nursing me back—back to a 
life of hell! When I could walk and 


My Lord 


HE virtue of a saintly act, 
The truth of thought or word, 
The beauty of an antelope 


Or of a flying bird, 


The splendour of the summer sun, 
The power of the sea, 
The grandeur of the mountain height; 


All these You are to me. 


The loving fondness of the dove, 
The wisdom of the snake, 
Show, in a lesser way, Yourself: 


I love them for Your sake. 


Now let my will, that seeks the good, 


My mind, that seeks the true, 
Unite to seek the beautiful ; 
For all these things are You. 


KENTON KILMER 





go forth again, I returned to America, 
taking Sigo with me. 

There I learned the dismal truth. 
My wife and my partner had reported 
me dead. They had taken what earthly 
goods I had, and gone away together. 
No one knew exactly where, or if any 
one knew, no one dared to tell me. 


HAT followed was swift and de- 
. structive. I fell to the last rung 
of life’s ladder. I became a thief and 
an outlaw. The underworld of San 
Francisco referred to me as Barabbas, 
and I prided myself on the name. 
For ten years Barabbas lived. Then 
one night Sigo came to me excitedly, 
bringing the news that he and the 
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other men had kidnapped a child of 
wealthy parents. We were to keep her 
and demand a high ransom for her 
freedom. 

Even from this my heart did not | 
shrink. I congratulated my men and 
gave orders to bring the child into the 
basement, where I waited. They soon 
brought before me a little girl—a smil- 
ing little girl... 

When my eyes met hers, I stood a 
long time staring into them. The child 
stood calmly and unafraid before me, 
looking candidly at me out of dark 
blue eyes. ° 

“You may go,” I said to Sigo. 

Not even when the heavy door 
swung shut did the child show signs 
of fear. 

“Are you not afraid of me?” I 
asked her. 

The child walked up to the table 
and looked up into my face. “No,” 
she said simply. ‘Why should I 
be? The man told me you were 
my friend. Are you not my 
friend ?” 

“Look into my face,” I said 
pushing the acetylene lamp for- 
ward, for her to see me better. 
“Am I your friend ?” 

“You are,” said the child, her 
hand reaching over mine. 

“Do I not look like one who 
wants to hurt you?” I queried. 

“No,” replied the child, firmly. 
“I think you are good; and be- 
sides, no harm can come to me.” 

The child’s words startled me. 
“What makes you think that?” I 
asked. 

“Because this morning I re- 
ceived my first Communion,” she 
whispered. “God is with me, and 
no harm can come to me.” 

“You went to first Communion 
—this morning?” I stammered, 
feeling something suddenly turn 
cold in me, 

“Yes,” said the child. 
mother gave me this.” 

She pulled a chain from her 
neck and showed me a small medal. 
The image of our Lady was upon it. 
I read the reverse, “‘O Mary con- 
ceived without sin, pray for us. . .” 

I ran to the door and flung it open. 
“Sigo!” I called out, my voice shaken. 
“Take this child away—back—back— 
safely to her mother!’ 

The Barabbas in me was dead. 

Twenty years have passed since that 
night. Sigo is no more. I learned that 
Tada has long been dead—and may the 
Lord have dealt mercifully with her 
soul, 

As for myself, I am Kuth, the tramp. 
I owe nothing, I own nothing. But I 
go forth peaceful. The world is my 

(Continued on page 18) 
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Jimmy Writes a Letter 


Giving News and Impressions of St. Columban’s Preparatory Seminary, 
Silver @reek, N. Y., as Seen by a Freshman 


Dear Tommy: 


I got your letter and I was glad to 
get all the news. But I sure was sorry 
to hear that Beans is dead. I’ll miss 
him whenever I go to your place next 
summer. I'll bet you’re lonesome for 
Beans. .. He was about the nicest dog 
Ive ever known. What was that you 
said about Ed? Your writing isn’t 
very plain and I don’t know whether 
you say his aunt who has the candy 
store gave him a hand-out or gave him 
a hair-cut. 

Well, this is my second letter from 
Silver Creek. First time I wrote, I 
was new here and hadn’t got my bear- 
ings. Now I know more about it and 
I have heaps and heaps of news to 
write. I don’t suppose it will all fit 
into this letter. You ought to come 
along and let me tell you about it. 


First of All— 


First of all, Silver Creek is swell. 
My English professor doesn’t like me 
to use slang, but “swell” is the only 
word I know that suits. Of course, 
Silver Creek is different. I mean, be- 
ing in a seminary and meaning to be a 
missionary is different from being in a 
school outside and meaning to be a fire- 
man, a football coach or an air-mail 
pilot, depending on what humor you’re 
in that day. When you make up your 
mind that you’re going to be a mis- 
sionary, you feel sort of serious about 
everything after that. You study some- 
thing or keep a rule so that you'll be 
a good missionary later on. And that 
makes it easier to study and keep rules. 

Then the priests are always helping 
you out and chumming around with 
you. All the professors here are priests 
and they’re all priests belonging to St. 
Columban’s. Later on, when I’m or- 
dained—I’m six months here now, so 
it’s not so far off—I’ll be working as 
a missionary with these priests. So 
we're all starting in by being real good 
friends now. They play games with us 
in the gym and they skate with us and 
everything. 


Latin Beginnings 


I’m a freshman and we have a big 
class. Everybody takes Latin. If Billy 
Schwartz is coming here next fall, tell 
him the more Latin he does now, the 
better. Tell him he had better come 
next fall and not put it off any more. 


I’m glad I came right after graduating 
from eighth grade. 

Speaking about Latin, we all listened 
in to the Pope. Of course, though I 
am taking Latin, I didn’t understand 
very much of his speech. The Pope 
must know Latin well, because he 
spoke it very fast. But at least I could 
tell that he wasn’t speaking English. 
And I knew the announcer was saying 
“hello, hello, hello” in Italian. .. We 
hadn’t any class that day from 10:30 
on. 
And I got a real thrill when I heard 


Buffalo, beat us by 40 to 18 on January 
23, in our first game of the season. On 
February 22 they came out to Silver 
Creek for a return game and beat us by 
only 23 to 20, and I want to tell you 
that St. Joseph’s can play basketball. 
Our Juniors beat St. Joseph’s Light- 
weights by 25 to 17. 


On Ice 


There has been a good deal of skat- 
ing this year but the fellows say that 
the ice was better other years. You 
see, we have Lake Erie beside us and 





“Why don’t you come to Silver Creek? You ought to think of becoming 
a missionary” 
St. Columban’s Preparatory Seminary, Silver Creek, N. Y., seen through the 
trees at the lake’s edge 


the translation given out with a special 
message for missionaries. That sort 


of meant me, in a teeny way. f 


WAS saying that the priests join 

in sports with us and all that. One 
of them trains us in basketball. I play 
sometimes for the Midgets. We have 
two other teams—the Juniors and the 
Varsity. Father says that if I get real 
heavy I’ll make the Senior team in a 
few years. I’m going to try to put on 
weight. I’ll try to come up to a hun- 
dred pounds by summer vacation. 


Basketball Season 


We have basketball games among 
ourselves and also with outside teams. 
This season we have played about six 
games with other schools. We haven’t 
been very lucky but we’ve been im- 
proving. St. Joseph’s High School, 


behind us, and part of it is a bay that 
belongs to the seminary. Some of the 
time we had ice on only part of the bay 
—I mean, enough for skating—but on 
February 11 we got the word that the 
whole bay was safe for skating. Later 
on, the weather became warm again 
and by the end of the month our skat- 
ing surface was gone. 

Oh, yes—we’ve a Glee Club. My 
voice sounds fine when there are a 
dozen or so more coming in with it. 
Yes, the Glee Club is going to give 
everybody a surprise, a pleasant sur- 
prise, before long. 


C.S. M. C. 


Our Crusade unit is a real live one. 
It is part of the Buffalo Conference 
and we send delegates to the monthly 

(Continued on page 18) 
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REMEMBER GOD’S WORK IN YOUR WILL 
“Tt is a bad will that has not the Name of Our Lord among 
the heirs.’—Cardinal Manning. 


FORM OF BEQUEST 


I hereby give and bequeath to The Chinese Mission 
Society of St. Columban, incorporated under the laws 
of the State of Nebraska, the sum of $....... for the 
purposes of the said Society as specified in the Articles 
of Incorporation. 


Face To Face 


eS at a turn of the winding, narrow thor- 

oughfare, you hear the mingling voices and shuffling 
footsteps of an approaching crowd. They are near you 
now and your ears catch another sound—a dull thump- 
ing and grating as a heavy beam is dragged over the un- 
even, stony street. The noise comes irregularly, as 
though the bearer of the burden was losing his strength. 
Then a muffled thud is heard, and almost simultaneously 
a clatter of timber on stone. Another wave of jeers and 
shouts rises up between the crowded houses. 

You take a few steps, rounding the bend of the street, 
and from a doorway you look. You see a mob, jostling 
and pushing, in the background. It is held in check by a 
company of hard-faced, cynical Roman soldiers. And in 
the foreground, close to you, you see a Man prostrate 
on the dirty cobblestones and a heavy wooden cross ly- 
ing over His body... . With the rough aid of a soldier 


He rises slowly, painfully. You can see His features. 


now. The grey pallor of His face is streaked with blood 
and dirt. Into His matted hair a woven mass of thorns 
has been crushed. Through His torn tunic fresh red 
stains are showing, telling of raw, unbandaged wounds 
within. His swollen lips are parted and He gasps for 
breath. Bent pitifully, He receives the cross again on 
His shoulders and sways as the weight falls on Him. 
On again He moves, tottering as the end of the cross 
bumps and drags once more over the stones behind Him. 
His head sags forward with an infinite weariness, ‘but 
the soldiers and the crowd urge Him on. He is going to 
the place of torture and the thing He carries is His 
hard, stark death-bed. 


Nearing you, He suddenly raises His head. His 
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blood-shot eyes are open and they look straight into 


yours. 
As your eyes meet His, think who He is. Think for 


whom He is suffering all this. Think who and what you 
are. Think what you owe Him, for this, for everything. — 


Think what even one soul must mean to Him. 


Can you refuse Him anything? Can you refuse His 
missions anything ? 
es 
Our Easter 


AS Good Friday was because of us and for us, Easter 
+%& morning was becatise of us and for us. We tri- 
umphed in the triumph of our King and in that triumph ~ 
we shall one day, please God, be gloriously confirmed. 
“In the world you ‘will have distress,’ He tells us. 
“Have confidence. I have overcome the world.” 

Frail child; poverty-stricken man or woman; forgot- 
ten nun; lonely missionary: to such as these Easter is a 
pledge of lowliness exalted, for wrongs righted, of labor 
crowned, of death swallowed up in victory. 

To the world Christ’s followers are often as if they 
were not and against the door of their tomb it rolls up 
its great, cold stone of contempt and hostility. But the 
stone will be flung down as though it were a withered 
leaf, and immortal glory and strength will transfigure 
the least of these who are the friends of the Crucified. 


es 


“The Essential Work 
of the Church’’ 


[Pee missions are not merely a means of enabling 

individual souls to make certain acts of renuncia- 
tion. They are not an optional form of charity, or a 
passing craze for the picturesque and unusual. They 
are not a devotional frill or a pious addition. They are 
not just the enterprise of societies anxious to undertake 
something different. They are not the responsibility of 
only those men and women who are pledged to work 
on them. 

And now what are the missions? 

Not long ago the distinguished Sulpician who now 
rules the See of Paris, His Eminence Cardinal Verdier, 
summed up the missions admirably by saying: 

“The work of the missions in all its fullness is the 
essential work of the Catholic Church; it is in truth 
the Church itself; the Church progressing; the Church 
conquering; the Church, teacher of truth, illuminating 
the world with the eternal light of the Word; the 
Church, Mother of souls, engendering in them the 
divine life.” 

es 


A Campaign of Prayer 


(j= 89,000 new members were enrolled during 

1929 in the great Crusade of prayer that the Cis- 
tercian monasteries of the world are directing for the 
conversion of China. Not satisfied with giving their 
own prayers and sacrifices—and a Cistercian’s prayers 
and sacrifices are not to be made light of—the apostolic 
sons of St. Bernard are zealously enlisting priests, 
Sisters and layfolk in this vast spiritual campaign. 
Their Crusade—Pium Opus is another name it has— 
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is now 920,880 strong. Humble units in that world- 
wide multitude are His Holiness Pope Pius XI and 
fourteen of his cardinals. 

It would surely make for added efficacy if all who 
pray for the missions in China would affiliate with this 
movement. Every Cistercian monastery is a center. 
Hence one may enroll in the Pim Opus by writing to 
New Melleray Abbey, Peosta, Ia., to the Abbey of Our 
Lady of Gethsemani, Trappist, Ky., or to the Abbey 
of Our Lady of the Valley, Valley Falls, R. I. 


es 


Dublin, 1932 


AS far away as India and Africa, preparations are 

being made for the Thirty-first International Eucha- 
ristic Congress to be held in Dublin, Ireland, in 1932. 
Already fifty million prayers and good works have been 
offered up for the success of the celebration, and the 
blossoms for this gigantic spiritual bouquet have come 
from all over the world. 

The number of. pilgrims attending this Congress 
promises to be vast. They are even now arranging to 
come from practically every country in Europe, from 
North and South America, Australasia, Asia and A fri- 
ca. While not losing any of its international character, 
the Congress will naturally have a special appeal for 
Catholics of Irish blood. It will be the first world- 
gathering of its kind to be held in their motherland and 
will coincide with the fifteenth centenary of St. Pat- 
rick’s coming to Ireland. 

In 1929 a national religious celebration was held in 
Dublin at which more people were present than have 
ever attended an International Eucharistic. Congress 
anywhere. Hence it is certain that the pilgrims at the 
International Eucharistic Congress in 1932 will be lit- 
erally an innumerable multitude. 


Pe eee has already been made of St. 
Columban’s pilgrimage to the Congress. The So- 
ciety of St. Columban has chartered the S. S. Republic 
for the voyage from New York to Dublin. The liner 
wili lie at anchor in Dublin Bay to serve as hotel for the 
pilgrims. His Grace Archbishop Beckman of Dubuque 
has graciously consented to lead St. Columban’s Pil- 
grimage. . 

Careful, detailed arrangements have been made for 
optional tours, after the Congress, through Ireland, 
France, Germany, Switzerland and Italy, all under the 
auspices of St. Columbans. See page 21. 


ke 
* The Old Missions, and the New 


N March 1, a statue of Father Junipero Serra, mis- 
sionary pioneer of California, was formally un- 
veiled in the capitol in Washington. In Texas, a week 
or so later, civil authorities and non-Catholics united 
with Catholics in commemorating the bicentennial of 
the foundation of the Missions of La Purissima Con- 
cepcion, San Juan Capistrano and San Francisco de la 
Espada. Some months ago formal public tributes were 
paid to the recently-canonized Jesuit martyrs, who were 
also early missionaries in North America. 
At such a time it is well to remember that the work to 
which the black-robes and the padres devoted them- 
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selves is still with us and is still unfinished. There are 
still Indians to convert; there are still Mexicans in 
spiritual need. Scanning only the territory under the 
Stars and Stripes, one must see that the Filipino abroad 
and the negro at home both present ample opportunities 
for the application of the early missionaries’ principles. 
And the purely foreign missions of today are in the di- 
rect line of succession from the missionary enterprises 
to which Jogues, Brébeuf, Padilla, Serra and the rest 
gave their lives. 

The best tribute to a missionary’s labors is to try to 
continue them. To let his work perish is far worse 
than to let his memory fade. While it is fitting to restore 
the beautiful old missions that he lived in, it is far more 
fitting and important to preserve the sacred, living mis- 
sion that he died for. 


es 


A Niche in Time 


{7 is a pity that the world at large does not recognize 

real heroes and really great causes in good time. To- 
day, doubtless, there are priests, Sisters and Brothers 
pioneering in obscure poverty to whom expensive stat- 
ues will be raised in a century or two. The sympathy 
and the money would be very useful to these pioneers 
for their work now. But only a minority of far-sighted, 
faith-inspired people are paying any attention to them 
at present. 

When the really influential committee is formed and 
the really big subscription list is opened, it is usually 
for a monument. 
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Barabbas 

(Concluded from page 14) 
home, each tree a fireside, each barn 
a shelter; for the hand of my God is 
upon my brow, and all roads lead to 
His Home when He beckons. Today 
I am here, tomorrow I am gone; but 
no matter where I am, no matter if I 
go south or east, west or north, my 
steps bring me nearer and nearer— 
Home.” 


| UTH was silent. The two young 
men glanced at each other know- 
ingly. 

“So you think He is looking after 
you, till the day He means for you to 
go home?” queried Jim, incredulously. 

“Bet you wouldn’t even beg for a 
piece of last week’s pie, when you’re 
hungry, you’re so sure you'll be fed,” 
gibed Brent, and both men laughed. 

“Yes, I'll be fed, and protected, till 
I reach home,” said old Kuth, seriously. 
“God is with me!” 

The men yawned. ‘““Think up an- 
other fairy tale for tomorrow night, 
grandpa, if you’re not gone home. 
We're going to turn in and hit the 
hay.” : 


HE young men leaped to their feet 


and went toward the barn door. 


Old man Kuth followed. 

Brent and Jim swung themselves 
into two of the long mangers, leaving 
the third one empty for the old man 
te crawl into. Kuth came slowly forth, 
dragging his limbs over the straw. 
“Give us another bedtime story,” 
laughed Jim, as he turned on his side 
with a grunt. 

Old Kuth walked to the center of 
the barn, then stood very still, his eyes 
closed. 


“What are you doing, Mathusala, 
going to keel over?” teased Brent out 
of the darkness. 

“No, I am quite well,” said the old 
man, slowly, very slowly. “Only I do 
not think I had better sleep here to- 
night—” 

“What the—” began one of the men. 

“T’ll sleep outside under the trees,” 
whispered the old man, turning about 
and limping his way out into the night. 

“He’s plum crazy!” opined Jim. 
“He'll freeze to death out there.” 

“Maybe it’s his last call for supper,” 
scoffed Brent. “That goof’s crazy all 
right !’ 

The men were soon asleep, snug in 


their hay. Outside old man Kuth slept ° 


under the stars. The night was queerly 
mellow to him. 


HEN the sun flung its first ray 

above the hill, Brent and Jim 
awoke, yawned, stretched, and leaped 
to the ground. “Let’s go and see if 
Kuth froze to death or something !” 


grabbing at Brent’s shoulder. 





, Burses 
provide for the education of fu- 


ture missionaries. It is a priv- 
ilege to help such a cause... 
See the list of unfinished Burses 
on the inside back cover. 








They laughed, going across the barn 
floor. As they did so, the sun flung 
its golden eye through the barn win- 
dow and lit the long manger in the 
corner in which old man Kuth was to 
have slept the night before. 


Jim was the first to see the Thing the 
light revealed. He remained as if 
paralyzed, his young limbs growing 
stiff under him. His left hand shot out 
Brent 
turned and he saw it, too. 

It was not so much what the men 
saw that glued them to the spot breath- 
lessly, their hands suddenly grown cold 
and clammy, but it was what it implied. 

Their minds catapulted backward to 
the night before. Clearly before their 
eyes they saw old man Kuth standing 
in the center of the barn, silhouetted 
out of the black interior against the 
open door, his eyes closed, his voice 
saying: 

“I do not think I had better sleep 
here tonight.” 


The men kept staring at the manger. 

Suddenly that something which had 
kept their eyes riveted, shot swiftly 
upward. A rattling sound shook the 
silence. 

A huge rattlesnake stared out of thin 
slits of eyes at the two men. 


UTSIDE under the trees, old man 
Kuth was looking calmly over 
the hill. 
“The Lord is my light and my sal- 
vation ;” he murmured, “whom shall I 
fear?” 
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Che Isle of 300 Temples 
(Concluded from page 4) 


something of the domestic discipline 
and the daily religious life of the com- _ 
munity. But there was little enough to 
be seen. Twice a day two monks beat 
the temple drum, after which the heb- 
domadarius carried incense sticks and 
placed them before each idol. And 
that seemed to be the sum total of their 
religious exercises. 


Conclusions 


However, Poo-Too is an ideal place 
for a summer holiday. And the monks 
are both good-natured and _ tolerant. 
While it is said that they themselves 
eat no meat, they do not quarrel with 
their less abstemious guests. Maybe, 
too, our visit will bring a blessing to 
Poo-Too, for every morning we cele- 
brated Mass at the Buddha’s Head. 
Not, of course, in the Temple Hall, 
but upstairs in a small room, which 
the prior placed at our disposal for 
$5.50 per week. 

Mass in the morning, plenty to eat 
three times a day, magnificent sandy 
beaches and blue waters, fine cliffs and 
mountains to climb, a few good books, 
—and the fortnight passed too quickly. 
Missionary life is all the brighter for 
a bright little interlude once in a while. 





Jimmy Writes a Letter 
(Concluded from page 15) 


meetings in Buffalo. Are you coming 
to the Crusade Convention in Niagara 
next June? If you do, you'll have a 
chance to see Silver Creek. Don’t 
miss it. 

Believe it or not, I’ll soon be order- 
ing my cassock and a box of priest’s 
collars. That’s what the students wear 
in St. Columbans, Nebraska, where 
they go after graduating from here. I 
heard one of the seniors say that the 
rector will soon be measuring them for 
cassocks and birettas. I’ll be a senior 
in—oh, well, in a few years. It won’t 
be long. 

I’ve heaps more to write but it’s 
nearly time for night prayers, so I'll 
stop. Say “hello” to all the gang for 
me and write soon again. 

Your pal, 
JimMy 


P.S.—Why don’t you come to Silver 
Creek? You ought to think of becom- 
ing a missionary. There are heaps of 
good reasons. When you're dying, 
you'll be thrilled to think that you’ve 
lived and worked as a missionary. I’m 
going to make a novena for you. So 
look out ! 
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“From the Han to 
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entuck 


At Loretto in 
(hina Six 
Sisters 
Supervise the 
Various Duties of 


One Hundred and 


@hirty Boarders 


Loretto Sisters are favored with a visit from Sister 
Marie Gratia, Sister of Providence, St. Mary of the 
Woods, Ind.—ardent missionary worker in the Vica- 
riate of Kaifeng, China 


E had a lovely Christmas, but not 
‘Midnight Mass. 
The Government is trying to en- 
force the celebration of New Year’s 
Day on January first. Last year they 


announced it, but no one heeded and - 


all went about their business as if they 
had heard nothing. This year it was 
announced three days before the time, 
and the Peace Preserving Bureau 
made great preparations for it. On the 
Kway San, a hill between Hankow and 
Hanyang, they put up four huge illu- 
minated characters, CHIN TSO SHIN 
NIEN! (New Year Greetings !), dec- 
orated all public buildings and pre- 
pared a great parade for the evening. 
All the shops had to close half the 
doors. 


The Grand Parade 


Father Gabriel, the priest who was 
to give Benediction, the Sisters, and 
all the girls went to see the parade. 
We had not to leave our yard, but 
just open our gates. Most of our girls 
are from the country and never saw 
anything like this celebration, so for 
us to observe them and listen to their 
remarks was better than any parade. 


Who’s Who 


In the parade were machine guns, 


aeroplanes, horses, fish, birds, dragons, 
all made of colored paper and illumi- 
nated; lanterns, flags, banners, without 
number. People representing nations, 
animals, devils, gods. And the music! 
Drums, horns, flutes, violins, gongs, 
pans and many other things that make 
noise, all doing their best, and each 
trying to make more noise than all the 
rest. The parade required three hours 
to pass a given point and it was very 
beautiful—so said the children. 

From the parade we went to the 
Church for Benediction of the Most 
Blessed Sacrament—and what a con- 
trast between the din in the streets 
and the peace of the sanctuary, be- 
tween the wild glare of the illumina- 
tions and the silent flicker of the vigil 
lights ! 


Feeling Better, Thank You! 


Sister Stella is getting on nicely 
and is looking well, though she was 
not permitted to come home for Christ- 
mas. The dear Sisters in the hospital, 
always wonderful, did make her Christ- 
mas so lovely. Two of us left our 
Christmas dinner-table to go spend the 
afternoon with Sister. Sister met us 
at the door and said she thought we 
were never coming—so long is the 
time to the expectant! Sister forgot 


we had to take a rickshaw ride down 
to the river, then a sampan ride, and 
another rickshaw ride before we could 
reach her. 


130 Boarders 


We surely miss Sister Stella now 
that we have one hundred and thirty 
girls (and more coming tomorrow). 
This is one good work the bandits are 
doing—causing the girls to fly to us 
for protection. One of the Fathers 
sent us thirty from his district alone. 
And many of them are so tiny: they 
say they are ten and eleven, but you 
would declare they are no more than 
six years of age—ours, to teach them 
to know and love God! We wish you 
could see them—and—we wish you 
could see us! Six of us are taking 
care of a hundred and thirty boarders ! 
I remember in our first days at Bisbee 
we thought the eight of us were busy 
with twenty-five boarders. 


A Jolly Bunch 


When our girls are all in the new 
refectory it looks as though half of 
China were there. Sister presides there 
three times a day, sees that they do 
not beat one another with their chop- 
sticks, demonstrate with their bowls, 
throw rice on the floor, or scream at 
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the top of their voices. They are a 


‘lively, jolly crowd, good-natured and 
brimful of fun, ready to enjoy a joke. 


They thought it was wonderful to have 
their big refectory decorated for 
Christmas. Our Chapel is pretty well 
filled when our charges are there. 


Sorry and Glad 


Dear Father Tierney is still held by 
the Kiangsi Reds, but, otherwise, De- 
cember was to us a month of joy in 
the return of our two Fathers. THE 
Far East will tell you their story, but 
there is much of it that can never be 
written. “We were such insignificant 
people,” said Father Laffan, “to have 
the world, the Catholic world, praying 
for us. We could actually feel the 
waves of prayer pouring over us, up 
at the Red Lake.” We are happy to 
have the dear captives home with us 
again, 


Informal Visitation 


I thought I heard a little bird sing- 
ing—“Reverend Mother is coming to 
China!” Knowing that this hope is 
in our hearts, a recent clerical visitor 
down from Shanghai said that Rever- 
end Mother General had requested him 
to make a visitation of the Sisters in 
Hanyang. The day he came, Sister 
Mary Jane and another of the Sisters 
were in Hankow, two of us in the 
Embroidery, Sister Maureen in the 
classroom, and Sister Nicholas, I be- 
lieve, was dyeing thread. Father con- 
cluded by saying that he could report 
that he found all very busy. 


Stars of China 


Our dear Charity Sisters were over 
yesterday, and we do enjoy having 
them. The weather is mild, and the 
day we went to Hankow we had a de- 
lightful ride, going and coming, on 
the river. The sun was setting as we 
neared home, and the sky was beauti- 
ful. I love the clear nights. The stars 
were never before so glorious and 
bright, and there seem to be more of 
them in the heavens here in China. I 
wonder why ? 


Investing -for Heaven 


The Sisters spend their Christmas 
gift monies over the recreation table 
every night. It is marvelous to hear 
all the things they buy. Mine is usually 
invested in some blind old women. 
Ever since we came to China my heart 
has gone out to these forlorn blind, 
and I have always had at least one that 
I more or less provided for. I have 
two at present, and so my little per- 
sonal gifts go to them. Three of those 
that I had under my care have gone to 
Heaven already. Those dear old ladies 
pray so much for us and for me that 
I attribute many of our blessings to 
their simple petitions. 
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Review 

@The modern mission movement 
among Americans has, thank God, 
come to the age and stage where 
histories of its pioneers are justified. 
The distinction of being the first 
native of the United States to go to 
China as a Catholic missionary be- 
longs to a zealous Franciscan, 
Father Francis Xavier Engbring, O. 
F. M., 1857-1895, the story of whose 
life is outlined by Father Marion 
A. Habig, of the same Order, in 
Pioneering in China (Chicago. Fran- 
ciscan Herald Press, 1434 West 51st 
St. $1.75). Father Engbring volun- 
teered for the Chinese missions in 
1888 and reached Hunan, China, in 
August of that year. He died in 
Hankow in 1895, after a brief but 
exhaustingly active missionary ca- 
reer. He labored for some time in 
a section of Hupeh that nearly 
thirty years later was to be included 
in the territory entrusted to the 
newly-founded Society of St. Col- 
umban. Father MHabig includes 
sketches of the lives of three col- 
leagues of Father Engbring, three 
Fathers Goette, natives of Germany, 
the eldest of whom went to China— 
first missionary from the United 
States—in 1881 and the second of 
whom became the first Vicar Apos- 
tolic in China from the United 
States. 
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Hints for 


Health Hints 
By M. D. 

HE time for picnics is coming 
= ’round again. In spite of their 
convenience, it is dangerous to indulge 
in raw or smoked pork products on 
these occasions. 


RICHINOSIS 


Beware of cured summer sau- 
sage, of raw pork sausage or under- 
done ham meats in any form. Trichina 
larvae may be present even in high- 
grade pork. Even Government-inspect- 
ed meats are not free from this dan- 
ger, as the parasites can be detected 
only by the microscope. 

The larvae of Trichina mature in 
the stomach of man, penetrate its walls 
and enter the blood stream whence 
they are carried to distant points of 
the body where they locate in the mus- 
cles and encyst. 

Trichina infestation is always a dis- 
turbing illness, sometimes fatal. Char- 
acteristic symptoms in man include 
fever and general malaise, edema of 
the eyelids and conjunctiva, muscle 
pains and profuse sweating. Remis- 
sions often occur and the diagnosis is 
often missed since the early signs have 
disappeared before the patient consults 
his doctor for the muscle pains. 


Aluminum 


5 & : 
_Q. Is it safe to use aluminum ves- 
sels for the cooking of acid foods? 

A. Yes, aluminum vessels are per- 
fectly safe. As long ago as 1893 the 
Federal Department of Health of 
Berlin carried out an extensive inves- 
tigation of aluminum utensils for all 
kinds of cooking and found absolutely 
no deleterious effects. 

Last year the investigation was re- 
peated. Many experiments on animals 
were done, and volunteer students in- 
jected much larger amounts of alu- 
minum than could possibly be involved 
from abrasions or solution from cook- 
ing vessels. Not the slightest disturb- 
anice was noted. Chemical examination 
of the tissues showed that the metal 
was not even absorbed from the in- 
testines. * ok 


Viosterol is not concentrated cod- 
liver oil. It cannot be considered a 
substitute for cod-liver oil. It should 
be taken only on your doctor’s advice. 
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Cornstarch Pudding 


(Foundation Recipe) 


3 cup milk 
4% tablespoon cornstarch 
4 tablespoon sugar 
Y teaspoon salt 
1 egg 
Y, teaspoon vanilla ; , 
If a richer dessert is desired 1 table- 


spoon cornstarch may be omitted and 
1 egg added or 2 egg yolks. 


Mix the cornstarch, salt, half. the . 


sugar and ¥%4 cup cold milk or water. 
Scald remainder of milk in top of 
double boiler. Pour the cornstarch 
mixture into the scalded milk gradu- 
ally, stirring constantly until the pud- 
ding coats the spoon. Cook for 25 
minutes or until cornstarch is thor- 
oughly cooked, stirring occasionally. 
Beat egg mixture slightly, add re- 
maining sugar and pour pudding over 
egg mixture gradually, stirring con- 
stantly. (To add egg to the hot mix- 
ture would curdle or cook the egg.) 
Mix thoroughly and return to double 
boiler. Cook 2 minutes longer. Add 
vanilla, beat well and pour into wet 
molds. Chill thoroughly. Serve with 
cream, chocolate or caramel sauce, ber- 
ries, or fresh diced fruit. 


Variations 


1. If a thinner pudding is desired use less corn- 
starch, in that case the moulding process is 
unnecessary. 

2. Date Surprise. Add 1 cup chopped dates to 
the mixture before chilling. 

3. Maple Sugar Pudding. Use either brown or 
maple sugar in place of white. Be careful to 
stir thoroughly as the mixture curdles more 
readily with the use of brown sugar. 

4. Caramel Pudding. Add 6 tablespoons Caramel 
syrup to scalded milk. 

5. Chocolate Cornstarch Pudding. Add 2% 
squares melted chocolate or ™%4 cup cocoa to 
cornstarch and sugar mixture before adding 
scalded milk. 

6. Coffee Cornstarch Pudding. Add 3%-4% 
tablespoon ground coffee to milk while scald- 
ing. Strain through fine strainer. 

7. Fruit Pudding. Use % milk and ¥% fruit juice. 
Sweeten to taste. 

8. Peanut Butter Pudding. Add %-% cup pea- 
nut butter to egg, sugar and cornstarch mix- 
ture. Blend thoroughly before adding milk. 


Potato and Onion Chowder 


2 tablespoon oil 
1 tablespoon catsup 
1 teaspoon salt 


3 potatoes 

2 onions 

1% cup milk 

2 tablespoon flour 


Cut onions fine and fry in oil until 
brown. Add water and when boiling 
add the potatoes which have been 
sliced. Cook until tender, add milk and 
salt and let come to a boil. Add flour 
moistened with part of milk and cook 
for five minutes over slow fire. Add 
catsup just before serving. 
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the Home 


Meatless Soup 


1 cup carrots cubed 1 cup potatoes cubed 
1 cup.turnips cubed 1 cup tomato 
1 cup" celery, cut fine 1 cup corn pulp 
¥Y% cup onion, cut fine 2 quarts boiling water 
Y% cupsuet or drippings 
Melt fat in kettle, add first four 


vegetables and cook 10 minutes, then 
add water, potatoes tomatoes and corn, 
seasonings and parsley. 


Baked Eggs 
Breaks eggs carefully into individ- 
ual buttered custard cups or ramekins. 
On the top of each place 1 teaspoon 
cream, one-fourth teaspoon butter and 
desired seasoning. Bake slowly in a 
moderate oven. 


Cabbage 
General Rules for Cookery 


1. Remove outer leaves of cabbage, cut head in 
halves or quarters and remove small corelike 
center. Wash. Put into boiling salted water. 

2. Boil uncovered eight to ten or fifteen minutes. 
(Vegetables bordering on the crisp stage are 
much better than those overcooked. Cabbage 

cooked to the yellow stage is much more 
liable to cause gas.) 

Drain. Season with salt, pepper and butter. 
add cream if desired. 


Variation 


Use white sauce and cream. Grated cheese 
and paprika may be added to white sauce or 
sprinkled over top before serving. 


Corn Soup 


%4 teaspoon pepper 
1 tablespoon minced 
onion 


1 can corn 

1% quarts milk 

3 tablespoons butter 
2 tablespoons flour 1 teaspoon chopped 
1 teaspoon salt parsley 


Cook corn in milk until scalded, 
about ten minutes. Strain, pushing all 
pulp possible through. Cook onions in 
butter, add flour seasoning and re- 
mainder of ingredients. Stir con- 
stantly. 

Corn Chowder 

Fry a 3 in. square salt pork diced, 
add 1 onion (medium) cut fine, and 
brown. In meantime have ready 3 
cups diced potatoes which have cooked 
5 minutes in salted water. Put 2 cups 
boiling water on pork and onion, add. 
potatoes and cook until potatoes are 
soft. Add I can corn, 4 cups sweet 
milk, 4 tablespoons butter and 8 crack- 
ers rolled fine; salt and pepper to 
taste. Sprinkle minced parsley over 
when serving. This will serve 10-12 
people. 

Escalloped Eggs 

Place a layer of hard cooked eggs 
cut into eighths in the bottom of a 
greased baking dish or casserole. Sea- 
son well and pour over this a layer of 
medium white sauce. Continue until 
dish is three-fourths full. Cover with 
buttered bread crumbs. Bake until a 
golden brown. Garnish with parsley. 
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Spring Wardrobes 


Easter time is inseparably associ- 
ated, in the feminine mind, with new 
clothes—the Easter hat has become 
proverbial, and while we don’t go so 
far as to expose ourselves to the possi- 
bility of pneumonia by wearing our 
new spring raiment on a cold and blus- 
tery Easter morning, most of us do 
feel that we ought to get our spring 
wardrobes pretty well assembled by 
the early part of April. Probably by 
this time you’ve bought a hat that will 
tide you over this, month and next (we 
discussed spring millinery before, you 
will remember), and now you'll be 
thinking about some of the bigger 
items of apparel, a suit or a coat, 
perhaps. 


VERY spring we have the fa- 

miliar suit vs. coat controversy. 
Personally, I think suits are grand, 
but I think, too, that one should make 
practicability a very large considera- 
tion in making the decision about buy- 
ing one. If you have a coat that is in 
good condition, and feel that you would 
just as soon get another season’s wear 
out of it, then by all means buy a suit. 
You'll love the way the suits this year 
depart from the traditional tailored 
theme, and use scarf collars and fancy 
sleeves and unusual coat lengths to 
achieve an attractive feminine appear- 
ance. Some of them are more like 
dresses than the suits of the past, and 
you'll find that type especially nice to 
wear under your winter coat. And if 
you have a suit, by all means have a 
bright plaid blouse to wear with it— 
it is quite a new and more interesting 
style. 
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UT if you are going to buy a coat, 

you'll find just as much to get ex- 
cited about as in the suit departments. 
Collars and sleeves are particularly in- 
teresting in this season’s models. Scarf 
effects are especially good, developed 
in fur or fabric;.or maybe you'll be 
intrigued by a coat without any collar 
at all, with which you can wear a frilly 
dress with its collar outside the coat, 
or one of the new fur scarfs that are 
for all the world like the collars that 
are usually sewed on coats, instead of 
being sold separately. And you'll want 
your coat slightly fitted at the waist- 
line, and perhaps belted, and be sure 





——JTetters to Polly, No. 4o—= 


Dear Potty: Do you ever 
take a few minutes off to revel 
in your treasures? Try it some 
quiet afternoon. Count up your 
wealth. Exult over it... No, I’m 
not dreaming. I’m just asking 
you to face glorious realities that 
it harms us to forget. 


You enjoy the intense love of 
no less a person than God Him- 
self. Look at the crucifix, the 
altar, the tabernacle. He has 
won for you a title to the perma- 
nent, divine joys of Heaven. 
(True, you’ve still some of the 
road to travel but that means a 
chance for more merit.) God’s 
providence is always working 
for you. His mercy and His 
might are at the beck of your 
prayer. . 

Wonderful, isn’t it? And ab- 
solutely true. It makes earthly 
trials seem trifling and despond- 
ency unfair. Rejoice in the 

.Lord! That will lead you to 
thank Him and then you can’t 
help loving Him. 
UNCLE BILLY. 




































it is long enough to cover your dresses 
—that will be two or three inches 
longer than last years’ coat. 


S for colors, black is always the 

favorite for coats, and you'll find 
some interesting black and white mix- 
tures that are not “tweedy” enough to 
be strictly sports garments, and still 
not overly dressy. Browns and the 
related tan shades are good, too, and 
because gray is looming as an impor- 
tant color in dresses this season, there 
is more and more interest in navy blue 
as a coat color, since it combines so 
nicely with gray frocks and acces- 
sories. Generally speaking, rather 
rough surfaces are best in coat mate- 
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HARE your Easter joy with 
your missionaries in China. 
You can do it 
by returning your 
Lenten Mitebox 
to 
St. Columbans, 
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rials, pebbly and nubbed finishes being 
newer than the smooth kasha-like 
cloths that we have been using for so 
long. In other words, a new black coat 
won’t be just another coat; there’s so 
much that’s new in the fabrics and the 
styles, that you will feel decidedly 
dressed up with even the most prac- 
tical of the new spring wraps. 

I hope you will have a happy Easter 
—after all, it’s nice that clothes, inter- 
esting as they are, aren’t our primary 
reason for rejoicing on this lovely 
feast, isn’t it? 


Your loving sister, Marion. 


Smocks and Frocks 





7139. A New Smock. As_ here portrayed 
printed silk in white and black was used with 
pipings of white. Sateen and gingham are also 
attractive. So too are orange or green cotton 
broadcloth. 

Designed in 7 Sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 
and 46 inches bust measure. To make the 
Smock in a 38 inch size will require 27 yards 
of 36 inch material together with % yard of 
contrasting material for facing on fronts, col- 
lar, cuffs and for pockets. To finish with bias 
piping or binding as illustrated will require 
834, yards. 

7116. Smart Afternoon Frock. Designed in 8 
Sizes: 38, 40, 42, 44, 46, 48, 50 and 52 inches 
bust measure, -with corresponding hip meas- 
ures. A 46 inch size will require 3% yards of 
54 inch material. The plaitings will require % 
yard 39 inches wide cut crosswise. To finish 
neck and sleeve edges with bias binding will 
require 14% yard vA inch wide. The width of 
the Dress at the lower edge with fulness ex- 
tended is 27% yards, 

These patterns will be mailed to you for 15c 
each. Address: Home Department, THE FAR 
EAST, St. Columbans, Nebr. Give size. 
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Your Difficulties Solved 


Send your question to THE Far East, St. Columbans, Nebr. It will be answered in this department. 
Non-Catholics are cordially invited to send questions. . 


tla eae ae cae So ne hi NC a Se a dia iecaese 


Is Astrology Lawful? 


What do you think of astrology, 
Father? I sent for a horoscope. It 
said I have a temper (and I have), 
that I should tolerate people more, and 
that I resent criticism. It was all true. 
Did not our forefathers do everything 
by the zodiac’s signs and the moon’s 
phase? At school the Sisters told us 
not to let the moon shine on our heads 
when we were asleep. My mother is 
against astrology and I asked a 
priest... 

A READER, NEBR. 


LEASE distinguish astrology from 

astronomy. Astrology is concerned 
with the fancied influence of the stars 
on men’s characters and destinies. As- 
tronomy is the sound physical science 
of the movements and conditions of 
heavenly bodies. 

Astrology is superstitious nonsense. 
Astrologers are either fakers or de- 
luded dupes. The fact that some an- 
cient peoples believed in astrology does 
not prove it true. They also believed 
in idols and human sacrifice. If any 
of our forefathers believed in it, they 
were doing wrong. Ignorance may 
have excused them. 

Your astrologer was taking no 
chances when he gave you that horo- 
scope. He might have given it with 
equal safety to ninety-nine out of a 
hundred people. It is simply a general 
statement of tendencies in average hu- 
man nature. 

The practice of foretelling weather 
from examining the sky and the ap- 
pearance of the sun and moon is very 
different from all this. Atmospheric 
conditions are bound to be indicated in 
the sky, which is itself just atmosphere, 
star-spangled. 

The idea that the moon’s rays are 
harmful is a common one. If they are, 
there’s nothing mysterious about that 
any more than there is about sun- 
stroke. But astrology is not concerned 
with ‘such mere natural effects. It 
ascribes preternatural powers to stars 
and planets. 

To take astrology seriously is sinful 
and can be very dangerous where there 
is pretended foretelling of the future. 
No high-class radio station or periodi- 
cal will give publicity to astrologers. 

Burn your horoscope and save time, 
money and peace of mind by forgetting 
astrology. 


Becoming a Nurse 


. .. Is it possible for me, in spite of 
my past life, to enter a Catholic Nurs- 
es’ Training School? Would such a 
step lessen my chances of overcoming 
temptation ? 

Anxious, R. I. 


HE Catholic nurse, student or 

graduate, must be a girl of char- 
acter, faithful to her religion, resolute 
and self-controlled. If you have over- 
come your past failings sufficiently to 
merit this description, there is no rea- 
son why you should not take up nurs- 
ing and do well in it—presuming that 
you have all other qualifications. Bet- 
ter consult your confessor. 


x OF * 


A Book Query 


Is the book “Henry the VIIIth” by 
Francis Hackett on the Index? 
N. R., Wis. 
HIS book is not on the Index. 
(That does not mean necessarily 
that it is lawful to read it. It is always 
wrong to read, without sufficient cause, 
any book that is likely to be bad for 
you. ) 





Requiescant in Pace 


Please pray for the repose of the 
souls of : 

Rev. William H. Agnew, S. J., Rev. 
Aloysius P. Brucker, S. J., Mother 
Mary Raphael, Mother Mary Kilian, 
Sister Mary Ancilla, Sister Mary Mar- 
garet, Sister Mary Philippa, Sister 
Mary Philomena, Sister Mary Hya- 
cinth, Sister Mary Bernard, Sister 
Mary Geraldine, Mrs. Louise Kemp, 
Mrs. M. A. Anderson, Mrs. Catherine 
Kelaher, Mrs. Mary Geisert, Mrs. 
Margaret Hollywood, Mrs. Francis 
Frill, Mrs. Hahn, Mrs. J. H. Alger, 
Mrs. Peter McGowen, Julia Barrett, 
Margaret Cullen, Julia Cullen, Sally 
Cullen, Mary Fennessy, E. Gorman, 
Charles F. Kirk, Patrick Maher, Wil- 
liam Fay, Sr., William Cornwell, Jr., 
James J. Kehoe, 

and all the deceased members and 

benefactors of the Chinese Mission 

Society. 

May their souls, and the souls of 
all the faithful departed, through the 
mercy of God rest in peace. 

AMEN. 
ELIE EEL LT AT TD, 


For the average well-balanced read- 
er “Henry the VIIIth” cannot be called 
a bad book. But I do not see what par- 
ticular good it can do you to read it. 
It has an immoral murderer for its 
subject and his matrimonial adventures 
for its sub-headings. Naturally it does 
not make edifying reading. It is sordid 
history, in spite of the author’s clever 
vividness. When he refers to things 
Catholic, he is at pains to be supercili- 
ous and sometimes unfair. Why bother 
about it, when there are so many better 


books to read? 
k OK Ox 


Gwo Queries 


Hoping you can help me... 
T. M. Outro. 
OU have no present obligations 
arising out of these matters. You 
appear to be scrupulous. Obey your 


confessor. 
x Ok x 


he Holy Hour 


What is the Holy Hour? Who can 
make it? Where? When? 


ToDeoier 
TRICTLY speaking, the “Holy 
Hour” is an hour spent in prayer 
in union with Our Saviour in His 
agony in the Garden of Olives. Our 
Lord Himself founded the devotion in 
an apparition to St. Margaret Mary, 
whom He asked to rise before mid- 
night on Thursday and to remain in 
prayer for an hour, uniting herself 
with Him in His agony. In later years 
the practice spread. There is a plenary 
indulgence (usual conditions) attached 
to it for members of the Apostleship 
of Prayer who make it in common 
once a week, at any time, or in private 
once a week between 2 p. m. on Thurs- 
day and sunrise on Friday. Anyone 
can make the Holy Hour anywhere. It 
is chiefly an hour of reparation. 
Popular usage also applies the term 
“Holy Hour” to the Adoration Hour 
before the Blessed Sacrament, exposed 
or in the tabernacle. This devotion, 
spread by Blessed Peter Julian Eymard 
and the People’s Eucharistic League 
founded by him, can be made in com- 
mon or privately by anyone in any 
church or chapel. Members of the 
League promise to make the Hour 
once a month and gain a plenary in- 
dulgence (usual conditions) for every 
Hour they make. 


~ April, 1931 


Once Again 


aN 


Altar Boy 


Sixty Altar Boys—Brimful of Fun—E€ach with 
a Ring of Gold in His @haracter—All on 
a Grip to Zoseh—Who Wouldn't Want 
A Columban 

Father Was Thus Privileged... 


to Be with Them? 


By the 


Rev: B. J. CovENEY 


The North Station of Shanghai was 
a-flutter with flags and bunting; at 
least so it looked to Western eyes, but 
to the people of China, it was an em- 
blem of a nation’s grief for its de- 
parted leader, Sun Yat Sen. In one 
railroad coach, however, there was 


nothing of grief or sorrow. A lively, . 


energetic group of schoolboys from St. 
Xavier’s College were on their way to 
Zoseh for a three day pilgrimage to 
Our Lady’s Shrine. Zoseh, by the way, 
is the Lourdes of China. 


Introductions 


I was invited by Brother Charles to 
join the pilgrims and I very gladly ac- 
cepted the invitation. I knew only 
three of the boys who were traveling 
to Zoseh—Ted, Chriss and Bobby. 
The three of them met me at the depot 
and introduced me to the rest of the 
party. Chriss announced very solemnly 


that I was Nanky Poo. The little ras-. 


cal! I’ could have punched his head 
for him, though, of course, I must give 
him credit for starting a rollicking 
piece of laughter which gained con- 
siderably in volume as it spread to the 
rim of the group of boys that flocked 
around me. I told Chriss afterwards 


that his laugh was as contagious as 
smallpox, but not half so dangerous. 
He enjoyed the compliment and smiled 
a big, generous smile back at me. 


Off We Go 


The train began to move out from 
the station, and the chatter and laugh- 
ter ceased. Had a fairy passed a magic 
wand over our coach, the change could 
not have been more remarkable or 
complete. All the boys stood up and 
prayed aloud to our Lady for her be- 
nign protection during the pilgrimage 
and for a safe return to our homes, 
renewed in grace and courage after 
our visit to Zoseh. Never once during 
the three days outing did these boys 
forget that they were on a pilgrimage 
to the Shrine of the Blessed Mother, 
or that they were Pages of her Divine 
Son, who ought to be knightly in bear- 
ing and chivalrous in all their dealings 
with each other. 


Boys Who Are Men 
Having spent three days with these 


._ twenty-eight boys from Sacred Heart 


Church of Shanghai, I am now trying 
to remember if I have ever met boys 
just like them. I don’t think that I 
have. These lads were real boys. They 
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Zoseh, the 
Lourdes of 
(hina 


That night we said our prayers be- 

fore the statue of the Blessed 

Mother, and under the stars we 
saluted Mary as 


Star of the Sea 


were manly, outspoken, ready to ob- 
serve religiously every obligation that 
was imposed on them. They told me 
that they never went to movies with- 
out the permission of Brother Direct- 
or, and then only on condition that 
their parents went with them. 


Pass the Candy 


Soon we were out in the open coun- 
try, and in the way of boys every- 
where, my companions gave themselves 
over to the sheer enjoyment of free- 
dom from school. They devoured 
candy by the bushel, or chewed gum 
with rhythmic moving jaws, keeping 
time to the phonograph that Jimmy 
had brought along. Jimmy had a 
roguish eye with a sparkling twinkle 
in it, and the flash of that eye made 
you like the boy. He told me that his 
mother had been received into the 
Catholic Church a year ago—an event 
that Jimmy remembered with great 
satisfaction. 

Then, there were Louis and Alfie 
who drilled the Brothers in the ma- 
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Altar Boys, with Two of the Brothers from Sacred Heart Church, Shanghai 
Very Rev. W. S. McGoldrick, St. Columban’s Missions, appears in the center 
of the group 


noeuvers of war. It was a game that 
had to be played with matches and a 
box, and seemed to work on the prin- 
ciple that all is fair in love or war. 
Anyhow, towards the end of the game, 
you discovered that you were involved 
in a very intricate plot where there 
was fire and burning of fingers. It 
was glorious fun—for the winners of 
the game. 


What Causes Insomnia? 


Time and again shy voices would 
whisper into my ear: “Who is Nanky 
Poo?” “Is Colum a lady?” It would 
be quite unsafe to say what answers 
I gave to these questions. However, I 
do want the Little Missionaries of 
America to know that the mysterious 
problems of Nanky Poo’s and Colum’s 
identity are seriously disturbing the 
peace of China and are a source of 
sleepless nights to these boys from 
Sacred Heart Church in Shanghai. 


Prayers Followed by Pranks 


In due course we arrived at a coun- 
try station, and from here we had to 
continue the journey by boat to Zoseh. 
In-a very short while we raised the 
sails and glided out over the smooth 
waters. From each boat came the mu- 
sical drone of boyish voices reciting 
the rosary or the Litany of the Sacred 
Heart. Then there was silence. Pro- 
found silence. The boys had decided to 
eat, and by mutual consent, they 
seemed to have agreed that silence was 
the best accompaniment to a good 
meal.” After the meal they became 
electrified with contagious vitality. 


This Month’s Cover 
Boys; study it. Meditate on it. 


Have Sister explain its signifi- 
cance. It will help you decide 
your vocation. 





They were all over the boat, and if 
their guardian angels hadn’t watched 
them closely, I think to this day that 
at least two or three of them would 
have fallen overboard or strangled 
themselves with the ropes of the sails. 


Zoseh, We’re Here! 


Finally we reached Zoseh. Quietly 
the boys made their visits to the 
Church. Then some of them went to 
the Shrine of the Sacred Heart or 





Sailors Are We! 
A snap on the way to Zoseh 


our Lady. Others climbed the hill on 
the Way of the Cross. I saw one lad, 
whose name I learned was Ted, stop 
at a Gethsemane group and look ten- 
derly into the Face of the Saviour. 
Ted had the faith that one finds in 
children or in Saints. 


Devotions 


That night we said our prayers be- 
fore the statue of the Blessed Mother, 
and under the stars we saluted Mary 


fefaREast 
For Boys Only 


Colum invites you to read Fishers 
of Men—a heart to heart talk on voca- 
tions which no Eighth Grade boy can 
afford to miss. Price: 10 cents. 

Send for your copy now. Address 
Colum, St. Columbans, Nebr. 


as Star of the Sea. Next morning at 
the first streaks of dawn the boys were 
up with the lark and about their pri- 
vate devotions, attending the 6 a. m. 
Mass in honor of our Lady. In the 
aftérnoon we made the Way of the 
Cross in common, which was followed 
by the Rosary; and at nightfall we 
gathered around the Shrine of the 
Sacred Heart, and later at the Shrine 
of the Blessed Mother where the boys 
sent off their fire-crackers to honor 
the Mother of God. 


More Pranks 


Between times there were many 
hours of recreation. Young and old 
frolicked around together. We prayed 
with the boys, so they insisted that we 
should play with them, too. And we 
did. 

We went for boat rides together. 
We raced. and paddled along the 
creeks. There were naval battles in 
plenty. A boat glides around a corner 
and immediately we give it chase. 
There is an attack. Water splashes 
from the paddles and in a moment the 
attackers and the attacked are drenched 
with silvery spray, and the battle of 
water continues until some one hollers 
for mercy and shouts “Enough.” It 
was glorious fun! And there were no 
worried mothers with us or counseling 
sisters to insist that we would catch 
cold or get drowned. When we got 
wet we let ourselves dry in the sun 
and made preparations to get wet 
again. 

Youth’ll Have Its Fling 


Time and again rollicking laughter 
would come floating across the water, 
and above it all one could hear the 
voice of a man: “You barbarian, 
stop it!” We knew what that meant. 
It was Ted-or Chriss rocking the boat 
and scaring the life out of some poor 
unfortunate grown-up who had fallen 
into the hands of these mischief 
makers. How these boys could play 
and pray! 

Zoseh, Adieu 


On the third morning of our stay 
at Zoseh we attended four Masses and 
Benediction, and in the afternoon of 
the same day we boarded our boats 
and sailed towards home. It was al- 
most midnight when our train pulled 
into the North Station at Shanghai 
where we bade goodbye to each other 
and said 

Goodnight. 


April, 1931 





Richard Straw, Buffalo 


How a Man is Likely to Feel when 
He Doeswt Find a Colum Letter in 
His Mail Box 





My Dear Jack: 

I believe I owe you a letter and an 
apology. Your exceedingly plump 
piece of Christmas mail made me feel 
like two cents. The moment I saw 
your handwriting I knew I had blun- 
dered. The postmark read like a death 
warrant. There and then I decided 
that I had badly distorted the Christ- 
mas list of friends to whom I should 
have sent a greeting. I’m sorry I 
missed you, Jack. The oversight was 
just one of the many blunders I make 
from time to time. 

It would be the height of bad taste 
to wish Christmas news on you in the 
middle of March, so I won’t do it, 
Jack. Only this: We had a dandy 
Christmas up here in the heart of 
China. I never saw so many at the 
Sacraments, or so much fervor and de- 
votion. Believe me, Jack, when IJ sat 
down to dinner on Christmas day I 


was a tired, but a very, very happy | 


man. zs 

Chicken for dinner. A_ neighbor 
murdered one of these birds on Christ- 
mas Eve and cooked it for me. All 
during my Christmas dinner—I dined 
alone—I had your letter propped up 
against the water pitcher where I could 
read every line of it to my heart’s 
content. Once or twice I caught my- 
self praying for you and that magnifi- 
cent idea of yours. But more of that 
anon. 


OU asked me about the bandit 
trouble. Yes, Jack, it’s here—all 
too much of it. It’s serious, too—dan- 
gerously so—if you happen to have 
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An Open Lefter 


To Jack 


Colum Gries to Picture Himself in the Heart of (hina. 
From a Lonely Dission Station He Writes to His 
Friend Jack; and Jack, as Colum Sees Him, 

Tay be Any Eighth Grade Boy Who 
Plans to Graduate in June 


kinks in your old bones and can’t make 
a fast get-away. Missionaries suffered 
plenty in the past twelve months. In 
fact it seemed to have been tip and 
run with most of us practically all the 
time. But one can never lose courage. 
A missionary, Jack, can’t be a coward. 
He must see the hand of God in every- 
thing that happens and ask no ques- 
tions. Christ is the Captain of our 
army. He knows best. We are His 
soldiers, and our one and only duty 
is to obey. 

There are folks who think that all 
the people of China are bandits. Noth- 
ing could be further from the truth. 
The ordinary, industrious people 
amongst whom our priests work are 
as good as gold. The Chinese Cath- 
olics come to Mass when there is a 
priest to offer Mass in their locality. 
And they love their missionaries, and 
I don’t know anything they would not 
do for them. It would be very unjust 


to associate these good people with dis- 
honest bandits who loot for a living 
and whom the Chinese people fear 
just as much as we do. 

Anyhow, Jack, by the time you ar- 
rive in China, the bandits will be as 
scarce as the snakes in Ireland. At 
least I hope so. I hear you graduate 
this coming June. Congratulations, my 
boy, even three months ahead of time. 
I’m justly proud of you. Your mother 
tells me you'll be only twelve your 
next birthday. 


O, I don’t think you ought to 
postpone your entry to the. sem- 
inary. When I say that, don’t misun- 
derstand me. My advice is not intended 
to discredit the excellence of the high- 
school teachers back home or the pow- 
erful example that they are likely to 
give you. But, Jack my boy, the world 
is a treacherous old rascal. You may 
think it can’t hurt your vocation, but 





Busy as Bees and Not a Drone in the Bunch 
They call themselves “Colum’s Busy Workers’ from Buffalo 






A Flower Within Flowers 


Dorothy Wagenblatt, Gowanda, 
New York 


unless you have begun to sprout an- 
gelic wings since I saw you last, you’re 
not immune from worldly influence 
and all the humbug that goes with it. 

Test your vocation in the seminary. 
Yes, right after Eighth Grade. From 
what you told me, I’m reasonably sure 
that you have a vocation to the mis- 
sionary priesthood. You owe it to 
yourself to give yourself a fair chance. 
God does not call every boy to the 
priesthood, but I believe, Jack, that 
He is calling you. Answer the call 
like a man. And do it now. 


UT here in China there is a des- 
perate need for priests. I hate to 
admit it, Jack, but I can feel myself 
slipping. In years I’m not old, but 
the hair is going fast, and my health 
isn’t good any. more. But believe me, 
Jack, I like to feel myself wearing out 
in the service of a King Who has 
never failed me. There’s a whole 
bunch of us here, and in ten years we 
will have tired considerably, and the 
snap and click of youth won’t be ours 
to glory in. It’s then we’ll need brand 
new priests to give us a hand. 

It was our privilege, Jack, to begin 
a work that may take centuries perhaps 
to finish. We have sown the seed. At 
least we have tried to. And you, Jack, 
and many more with you must come to 
take our places and reap the harvest. 
You will never be sorry for having 
made the choice. Christ will be with 
you, so you cannot fail. 

God bless you, my boy. Write again. 
Greetings to your good mother and 
dad. And don’t forget to pray for us 
missionaries who are battling for the 


Lord. fe 


Thanks for your Letter 


Little Missionaries are Invited to Air their Views in 
these Pages~a Privilege Ghey Don't Often 
Enjoy in (ircles Closer to Home 


Raymond Schneller, New Orleans 
Colum, I’m as fat as an elephant. I 

weigh 94 pounds. Colum, are you fat? 
Just pleasingly plump, Raymond. 


* Ok Ok 


Mary Margaret O’Connor, Denison. 

Now, Colum, don’t think I'm silly 
’cause I'm not. I'm just all wound up. 

Be careful, little lady! An alarming 
situation can develop from wound up 
symptoms. 

Re Ca 

Melba Graf, Lockport 

Tell the missionaries, Colum, that 
they may have all my prayers. 

T’ll do that, Melba. , 


*k ox x 


Ethel Bicking, Gloucester 

Please, Colum, tell me about the 
Chinese and China and how you con- 
vert Chinese pagans. 

One brilliant little lady can ask three 
very brilliant little questions, and a less 
brilliant gentleman can’t answer them 
in a life time. 

x Ok O* 


Gloria Schiavi, E. Bethany 


I am sending you $5.00. I want a 
little Chinese baby girl with the name 
Gloria Mary. 

All the Santas don’t come at Christ- 
mas time. Many thanks, Gloria. 


* Ok x 


Mary Theresa Kane, Brooklyn 
Colum, I’m pretty sure youre Father 
McCarthy. 
You may be pretty, Mary, but I 
doubt very much if you’re sure. 


* OF OF 


Murray Tordoff, Jamestown 


What are you and who are you? If 
you die no one would know you. 
Then, I’m not dying, Murray. 


<UL = 
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Easter Greetings 


May abundant Easter graces 
come to Colum’s Little 

Missionaries and abide 
with them forever. 


UUYVUUUUUVUOE dvd avery una anna t 
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Adam Kazimer, N. J. 

Will you please come over—come 
at 28th Street? If it’s during school 
hours wait till I come... Ill meet you 
there. 

Do you mind, Adam, if I take a gun 
along ? 





Friends for Many a Day 


Frank Baker and his Sister from 

Bancroft, Ia., want to say “Happy 

Easter’ to the Little Missionary 
world 


Mary Elizabeth Kitzinger, James- 
town 
If you’re not a priest, Colum, I know 
you're not a sister. 
A brick or a bouquet—which? 


xk ok Ok 


Charles Strecker, Pa. 

I got your letter and I’m saving my 
pennies. Daddy said he would give me 
five cents every time I got 80 in my 
lessons. 

A full carload of thanks to Daddy, 
Charles. 

the Rhee 


James Zimmerman, New Orleans 
The mornings are not so cold and I 
do not mind, Colum, getting up to 
serve the early Mass. 
A punch on the nose for the edifi- 
cation of sleepy heads. 


April, 1931 
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Dorris Cunningham, Washington 
I’m sending you a picture of my 
Boston bull Terrier, “Micky.” 
G-r-r-r! 
WK 
Elizabeth Janosko, Atlantic High- 
lands 
My name is Elizabeth, but I like 
Betty better, because it’s easier to spell. 
I dowt care what you call me, Colum, 
because, oh, well, I like you. 
And that’s everything, Elizabeth— 
Betty, I mean. 
* x * 


Jean Neary, Buffalo 

I think, Colum, our missionary club 
in school is growing. 

And Colum thinks, Jean, that your 
little missionary club has already 
“growed.” . 

* * 
Agnes Grzempa, Chicago 

This is my first letter to you, so I'm 
quite nervous. I read your Far East 
every month and have been doing so 
for the last eight years. 

Ho-hum! Eight years a Little Mis- 
sionary and Colum never knew it. 

ee 
Two Wise Pals, Calif. 

Are you a priest? What is the use 
of asking when we know who you are. 

Oh! Oh! You do, do you? I don’t 
believe it. 

x ok x 
Helen Weber, Collins = 

Do you ever come to St. Columbans 
at Silver Creek, Colum? I live only 
sixteen miles from Silver Creek. 

Fortunate for Silver Creek, Helen. 

ae 
Little Mission Club, Fort Thomas 

We are children who get very few 
pennies, but we think we will be able 
to get a dollar for the missions by 
Easter. There are nine of us in the 
club, and all of us are non-Catholics 
except three. 

Splendid Little Missionaries! And 
thus they have been for many a long 
day. 





Each one of the Half Dozen has Rendered Special Services to the Missions 
Left to Right: Neville Chapman, La.; Elizabeth Klenda, Kansas; Helen Mulik, Kansas; Carl J. Bush, N. Y.; 
Marie Orfe, N. J.; Ethel Bicking, N. J. 


Veronica Sullivan, N. Y. 

It was only yesterday that I came 
to know you, but from now on I'm 
going to work dreadfully hard to help 
God’s missionaries save souls, 

Love at first sight that isn’t blind! 
Very happy to know you, Veronica. 

Nee 


Let Jackie Mitebox be your Easter 
Bunny for our Little Missionary 
Burse. 

* Ok Ok 
Hilda Barrett, New Orleans 

Colum, I intend to offer my Masses 
twice a week for souls in China. Now 
how 1s that for an offer? 

I wish I were an angel, Hilda, and 
then I could tell you. 


DOOUAGCRDOUURODOOOOSESUSOREORTRODCRUSRLECO OURO ODODE OURTOSSRROEEDESRORD ROE, 





Miss April Smiles 
Genevieve Wolf, Camden, N. J. 
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Anna Wojciechowska, South Amboy 
I always wish to be your friend, 
Colum, so you'll please send me a 
Jackie Mitebox, won't you? 
Most willingly, Anna. 
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(Contest News 


IXTY Little Missionaries . from 

Fifth and Sixth Grades competed 
in the story contest of the February 
Far East. The competition was des- 
perately keen, and only the bravest 
and most enterprising of judges could 
venture to decide on whom the laurels 
of victory should fall. 

Finally, and after feverish delibera- 
tion, a decision was made in favor of 
the following competitors: 

First prize: Mary McAthey, Bon- 
secours Academy, Montreal. 

Second prize: Louis Bartruff, St. 
Catharine of Alexandria School, 
Brooklyn. 

Margaret Ell, Sacred Heart School, 
Newark, and Genevieve Fisher, Buf- 
falo, tied for third place, and a prize 
will be awarded to each. 

Deserving of special mention are 
pupils from the following schools: 
St. Martin’s, Buffalo; St. John’s, 
Iowa; St. James, San Francisco; 
Bonsecours Academy, Montreal; St. 
Libory School, Nebr., and St. 
Agatha’s, Buffalo. 

The contest just completed proved 
to be a very gratifying revelation. All 
the contestants were Colum’s enthusi- 
astic Little Missionaries. The results 
of the contest show that these same 
Little Missionaries must also be lead- 
ers in their respective classes. Other- 
wise their contributions could not have 
reached such high standards of liter- 
ary merit. 

This is as it should be. And while 
Colum, first, last and always wishes 
his pals to be missionary fans, it must 
be remembered that Colum’s best pals 
are those who study hardest at school 
and who, at the end of each month, 
can produce a good report card. 


x ok x 
Mary Babyak, Jamestown 
What was the matter with you? Were 
you sick? 
No, darling. Not until your sharp 
rebuke stung me and made me dread- 
fully sick at heart. 
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- Maids from 
- Hartford, Conn., 
* Margaret and Helena 
' Doherty—Roses of Ireland, 
recently transplanted from their 
native soil to the garden of Colum’s 
Little Missionaries in America 
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Jolly Juniors Club, Mass. 


Our Club has worked very hard on 
a whist party and we are sending you 
the proceeds, $33.00. 

Here’s a Club where every Jolly 
Junior is a Missionary Ace and a 
good one. 


* * Xx 


Sixth and Seventh Grade, St. 
Joseph’s School, Calif. 


We have promised to say a decade 
of the rosary for the missionaries in 
China every day for one year. 

May God assist you to keep your 
generous promise, little pals! 


* *« OK 


What Has Your School 


done for the missions this year? It 
isw’t too late to make a Spiritual Bou- 
quet of prayers. If you love your faith, 
you ought to spread it, and this you can 
accomplish through the medium of 
prayer. Send for your Spiritual Bou- 
quet Card today. 


\ 


a at 
Patricia Barry, Auburn 

Please send me Jackie Mitebox. Ill 
stuff his little sides until he squeals for 
mercy. 

And boy! How Jackie thrives on 
rough treatment! 


KN Fe 


Martha Aud, Silver Creek 


I live 3 miles from St. Columban’s 
Seminary, Silver Creek and I’m a fre- 
quent visitor there in the summer. 

It’s just my luck to live at St. Col- 
umbafis, Nebr. : 

#6 hee 


By your prayers and mites you can 
help our missionaries save souls in 
China. 

ee Kae 
Lois. 2%, N.Y: 

Well, Colum, I guess I will have to 
leave you. 

Not mad at me, Lois, are you? 


\ 


Eighth Grade, Presentation 
Academy, lowa 
We are sénding you a check for 
$5.00 for a little Chinese baby girl to 
be named Marie Thérése. 
Marie Thérése it will be. 
x oe * 
Evelyn Jannette Carter, Fort 
Thomas 
Say, Colum, I wish I could fly over 
to China with you. I would like to 


hold those darling little babies for just 
one moment and to clasp the hands of 
those dear Sisters and priests who are 
giving their lives to spread the Faith. 
Some day, Evelyn, God may call 
you to personal service on the mission 
field. Pray that you may be worthy. 


a Pa 


Playing Sister 
For one short hour Chicago was host 
to the youngest “Sister” in the world 
—Bertille McDougall, aged 10, from 
St. Clement School 


Billy Martin, Freehold 

My sister is going to send for a 
mite box. She’s afraid I won't tell 
you how much she put in mine. Isn't 
that just like girls? 

Oh—ho, Billy—you want me to say 
something that I might have to regret 
for the rest of my life. Not sparking, 
thank you. 

x ok x 
Betty Clavey, Evanston 

I was very glad to hear that your 
name is not Father O'Leary, because I 
like dear old Colum. 

You tell all that to Father O’Leary, 
Betty, and see how he likes it! 

* ok 
William Regenauer, Wilmington 

How about a Mitebox? Gr-r-r-r! If 
I don’t get my mitebox I’m going to 
Nebraska and start a war. 

That war, Billy, is all off. 





ffarEasr 


To. essay contest announced in 
the March Far East has created 
a very considerable stir in the Little 
Missionary world. A number of Col- 
umites have hinted that more time - 
should be allotted for such an impor- 
tant contest. To favor these Little 
Missionaries, and to encourage others 
to compete, we have decided to extend 
the time until April the fifteenth. 

Remember that the contest is open 
only to Seventh and Eighth Grade 
boys and girls. 

Subject for essay: Tue VocaTIon 
I WisH To FoLLow. 

First Prize: Beautiful gold medal. 

Second Prize: Silver medal, with 
book prize. 

Five other prizes will be awarded 
to deserving contributors. 

The date of awards: April 15. 

The address: Colum, St. Colum- 
bans, Nebr. 

x ok * 


Hugh Daney, Wilmington 

Please, Colum, do you receive vis- 
itors? I would like to get a peek at 
your face. Please publish. 

Publish my face! Positively not, 
Hugh. 


* * 


Eva Marie Diamond, Homestead 

Sister said that Colum would be as 
welcome at Homestead as the flowers 
of May. Please come, Colum. We 
promised Sister to be as quiet as mice 
if you do. 

Quiet as mice! Well, that’s a good 
one! Imagine, if you can, a room- 
full of Little Missionaries with Colum 
in the middle of them, sitting tight, 
twiddling their thumbs and trying to 
look as bashful as a garden-full of 


pansies ! 
A TEERT ok 


Say It While You Climb a Hill 


She was a thistle sifter. She has a 
sieve of unsifted thistles, and a sieve 
of sifted thistles, as she was a thistle 
sifter. 

* ok Ox 


Sadie Barosky, Newark 


I’m a new friend. It’s my first let- 
ter, Colum, so I would like to see it 
in print. 

When it comes to catering for new 
Little Missionary customers, Colum’s 
as “finicky” over them as a cat over 
a basketful of kittens. 


* * 


Eleanor Lenhinan, Jersey City 

I want to save my hundred pennies 
for Jackie Mitebox. That will stop me 
from eating candy. 

And stop me from thinking any- 
thing but the sweetest thoughts in the 
world about you. 


April, 1931 


Just Suppose-- 


But It’s Pore than Supposing. It’s TRUE. 


i do a little supposing. 
* ok Ox 

Bring this Far East off with you 
into a corner where no one will dis- 
turb you. Read it very slowly. Now, 
all set? 

ok ok 

Suppose you had committed a crime 
for which you had been condemned to 
death. Picture yourself in the death- 
cell, waiting in dread to be brought out 
for the last time... 

Then comes the glorious news. You 
are to be set free! The gates of the 
prison swing open and out you walk, 
alive and safe. 

A school-mate of yours has offered 
to suffer in your place. He has been 
put to death. To save you. 

* Ok Ox 

And now suppose that he was a fel- 
low to whom you had once done some- 
thing horribly mean. Suppose it was 
against this very boy that you had 
committed the crime for which you 
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while.” 


eT 


WELVE years to go. And Billy’s friends smile. 
“He’s foolish. He’ll be changing his mind in a 


Eleven years to go. Billy starts to pack. 
“A week at the seminary. Then he’ll be back.” 


Ten years to go. Billy’s friends are chattin’: 
“It’s hard to imagine that he won’t flunk in Latin.’ 


Nine years to go. Billy’s getting bigger. 
Why he hasn’t quit is what they can’t figure. 


Eight years to go. “Dangerous conditions 
Reported in China.” Still Billy’s for the missions. 


Seven years to go. Billy’s quite tall 
In his cassock, Roman collar, new biretta and all. 


Six years to go. And how time flies! 
Billy’s in Philosophy and looking very wise. 


Five years to go. He hasn’t changed at all. 
Though he’s really very learned, he still plays ball. 


were sentenced . . . Wouldn’t you be 
just dazed by his generosity in taking 
your punishment on himself, after all 
your meanness to him ? 

And suppose he wasn’t just an ordi- 
nary school-fellow like yourself. Sup- 
pose he was a king’s son. Suppose he 
was the President of the United States. 
And he, so far above you, so well-off 
in his own life, owing you nothing and 
you owing him everything ... Yet he 
died for you. 

*x* KC 


But suppose that he was far higher 
above you than any President. Suppose 
he was God Himself. God, Who had 
taken human form in order to suffer 
death to pay for your crimes. Crimes 
that were awful sins against Him. 
Close your eyes and picture it. 

And it’s not just supposing. It’s real. 
It has happened. Look at the crucifix. 
That’s the hard, dreadful death that 
God has died out of love for you. 


©hrough the Years with Billy 


Three years to go. The folks are tickled silly 
To see him every summer. They’re all proud of Billy. 


MY 


Mass. 
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Four years to go. Big, broad and strong, 
Billy’s getting nearer and It Won’t Be Long. 


Two years to go. Mother’s full of joy. 
Soon she'll be kneeling for the blessing of her boy. 


One year to go. The neighbors all are peekin’ 
While Billy says his office as a full sub-deacon. 


Twelve years gone! Comes a dawn in the east 
When Father Billy stands at the altar, a priest. 


Twelve years gone! How the time does pass! 
Here’s a happy Dad and Mother at their son’s first 


A lifetime to go! Here’s one of the truest, 
Eager for the fields where the workers are fewest. 


A lifetime to go! And a young knight spending 
His years for His Lord and for Heaven at the ending! 





Henry makes a peace-offering to 
Henrietta 

They're both being cared for by the 

Sisters of St. Columban, Hanyang 


Won’t you at least thank Him? 
Won’t you try to do something in re- 
turn? Won’t you follow your vocation? 

* Ok Ok 

Look at the picture on the front 
cover of this Far East. Take a long, 
long look . . . and ask yourself hon- 
estly : 

“Does this mean me?” 

* xX * 


You won’t lose by following your 
vocation, either. 

Listen to this: ‘“Everyone that hath 
left house or brethren: or sisters or 
father or mother for My Name’s sake, 
shall receive a hundredfold and shall 
possess life everlasting.” That’s Our 
Lord’s own guarantee. 

What worldly career can offer any- 
thing within a million miles of that 
reward? 
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First Boy: “My dad has a fine cedar 
chest.” 

Second Boy: “That's nothing; my 
dad has a wooden leg.” 

eo ok 
A Job at Last 

Visitor (to ragged little boy): 
“Well, my little man, has your father 
a job?” 

Little Boy: “Yeah!” 

“How long has he been at work?” 

“Two months.” 

“What is he doing?” 

“Three months.” 


x Ok Ox 


Dead to the World 

The doctor was discovered with easel 
and brushes. 

“Why, doctor, I never knew you 
painted !” exclaimed his friend. 

“Oh, I just do it to kill time,” replied 
the doctor. 

“What! 
patients ?” 


Haven’t you got any 


* Ok Ok 
No, Thank You 


He was seated in the dentist’s chair. 

“What are you going to charge for 
extracting this tooth?” he asked. 

“Three dollars,” replied the dentist. 

“What?” gasped the client. “Three 
dollars for a few seconds’ work?” 

“Well, if you prefer it, I’ll draw the 
tooth in slow motion,” said the dentist 
ominously. 

eet ee 
And Why Not? 

Teacher had been giving a class of 
youngsters some idea of proverbs, and 
after the lesson she put some questions. 

“Birds of a feather do what, 
Peggy?” she demanded. 

“Lay eggs,” piped Peggy, without 
hesitation, “« 

* ok x 


Taking Sides 
Erratic Lady Driver: “I presume I 
am entitled to half the road, am I not?” 
Man (politely) : “Certainly, madam, 


but you seem undecided as to which . 


half you prefer.” 


x ok x 


Push Without Pull 

“Say, boy,” said the wealthy tourist, 
“T want some gasoline, and please get 
a move on! You'll never get anywhere 
in the world unless you push. Push is 
essential. When I was young I pushed, 
and that got me where I am.” 

“Well, guv’nor,” replied the boy, “I 
reckon you'll have to push again, ’cause 
we ain’t got no gas in this place, and 
even if we had I’m not so sure you’d 
get it.” 


A ‘TRAIL of SMILES 
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Oné Look Is Plenty 

Weary Willie, who was out of a job, 
rapped timidly at Mrs. Murphy’s 
kitchen door. The lady, angry at be- 
ing interrupted, flung open the door 
and glowered at him. “Did you wish 
to see me?” she. bellowed. 

Weary Willie backed down the steps 
and said meekly, “Well, if I did, I got 
my wish, thank you.” 

x ok x 
Facing the Facts 

“Yep, I had a beard like yours once, 
and when I realized how it made me 
look, I cut it off.” 

“Well, I had a face like yours once, 
and when I realized that I couldn’t cut 
it off, I grew this beard.” 

ok 
On Pins and Needles 

A country boy was sent to a subur- 
ban school recently. He had not been 
to school for some time and he did not 
know that he was to be examined with 
the other boys in the class. He was 
asked to spell the word ‘“‘Needle.” 

“N-e-e-i-d-l-e,” said the boy. 

“You are wrong,” said the teacher, 
“there isn’t any “i” in it.” 

“°Tis you are wrong,” answered the 
boy. “A needle without an “i” would 
be a pin.” 

* Ok Ok 
Coming Through the Dye 

Barber: “Well, my little man, and 
how would you like your hair 
trimmed ?” 

Small Boy: “If you please, sir, just 
like dad’s; and don’t forget the little 
round hole at the top where the head 
comes through.” 

Ka eee 

John and Mary, late for the concert 
asked: “What are they playing now?” 

Usher: “Beethoven's Ninth Sym- 
phony.” 

Mary: “Oh, dear! So we've missed 
eight!” 

HD ck 
The Judge’s Joke 

During the hearing of a case, the 
judge was being disturbed by a youth 
who kept moving about in the rear of 
the court. 

“Young man,” he exclaimed, “you 
are making a good deal of unnecessary 
noise. What are you doing ?” 

“I have lost my overcoat and am try- 
ing to find it replied the offender. 

“Well,” said the judge, “people 
often lose whole suits in here without 
half so much fuss.” 

vette. 

Young Lady (who has just sung for 
charity): “T never thought my voice 
would fill’ that big hall.” 





Unfeeling Father: “Neither did I. I 
thought it would empty it.” 


* kK 
Mad-Proof Men 


“T wonder why it is that fat men are 
always good-natured ?” 

“Probably because it takes them so 
long to get mad clear through.” 


x Ok Ok 
Say When 


Chinese Patient (on telephone) : 
“Doctor, what time you fixee teeth for 
me ?” 

Doctor: “Two-thirty—all right?” 

Chinese: ‘Yes, tooth hurty all right, 
but wha’ time you fixee?” 


y OK oes ke 


Bore: “You know, I'm funny—al- 
ways throw myself into anything I 
undertake.” 

Score: “How splendid! Why don't 
you dig a well?” 


x Ok Ox 


All Figured Out 
Mistress (interviewing cook) : “Sup- 
pose I wanted you to cook an elaborate 
dinner for fifteen people—would you 
be lost?” 
Cook: “You bet! 
last folks lost me.” 


That’s how the 


x Ok O* 


Ring the Wedding Bells 

Teacher (to pupil) : “If I cut a piece 
of paper into two parts what do I get?” 

Pupil: “Halves, ma’am.” 

“Tf I cut it into four parts what do 
I get?” 

“Quarters, ma’am.” 

“Good! and if I tear it into a thou- 
sand parts what do I get?” 

“Confetti.” 


* * 


Served When You Wait 

He entered a country restaurant and 
ordered lunch. 

The time seemed to slip by, but still 
there was no sign of the meal, and in 
the end he quite forgot what he had 
ordered. 

Sometime later the waiter appeared 
again. 

“T say,” said the customer, calling 
the man to his table, “when I gave you 
my order for lunch did I give you a 
tip for to-morrow’s big race?” 

“Yes, sir,” returned the waiter, “and 
thank you very much!” 

“Good,” shot back the customer, 
“and did the horse win?” 
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The Following Burses are incompiete and we earnestly invite 
our friends to contribute to them: 
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fe eee ain oat CY re ORVATI slo TRG e es chsiceneea te career me ees tee 1,083.50 
share - 
in a special way in the St. Joseph's Burse SSP ee OTe Ce eR oe a EE EEE POD AAD. 
Masses and prayers of Ramlinesskoxmslohinsone es or a todo ee eee 1.00 
PRIESTS ORDAINED JAnt ho nivam Viasetivatin sess se eevee cents cero oe 1.00 
THROUGH THEIR GENER- OVMrsarn Wiaryaie baat rises awe ce eset nnenn see cte 1.00 1,557.45 
OSITY. The priests of the So- St. Madeline Sophie Barat Burse 331.00 
ciety of St. Columban celebrate ING ae Cretdleuiia tion. teste cc Peni e so eee 10.00 341.00 
ee each year for Din atiiCkrom DM se hatte srr ces sori a ee ee 1,192.81 
Stl itactisurse. 2 Seiwa 0 ath EIS be ee es 1,004.79 
es & Sf, Vincents. de -Pauks Burse.: 20.0.5 peeleee 635.30 
Littles Missionamy Bursa e281 Se a ee 363.97 
IS HOLINESS, POPE Marios: Contribmt onset acs. Altes tan tocioeasenen cease Oa 455.20 


PIUS XI, _ graciously 
grants the Apostolic Benedic- 
tion to all Benefactors. 


DONATIONS for Burses may be sent to: 
VERY REV. E. J. McCARTHY, SUPERIOR, 


ee ST. COLUMBANS, NEBR. 








Cut Out and Mail Today 


To the 
Chinese 


Dear Father: 
I am interested in the Chinese Mission Society An- 





| 
Chinese Mision, Society | : We write either Single or 


. E 


“YouR. INCOME 
NSURED 








ANNE: “William, hadn’t we some money in that bank that failed?” 


WILLIAM: “We had, Anne, but I transferred it to the First Trust Company two weeks ago, and now I’m 
going to send every cent of it to the Chinese Mission Society on the ANNUITY PLAN. That’s the safest in- 
vestment I know.” 


William knows that the Chinese Mission Society is a well-established 
Catholic organization; that its legal and business affairs are governed by 
the laws of the Catholic Church; that it guarantees its Annuities even 
though investments may depreciate, and that it can never fail. He has no 
worries. 


An torn oe ‘eans 





Very Rev. E. J. McCarthy, Superior 


Survivorship Annuities 





nuity Plan and will be glad to have full information. 


Sincerely yours | The Chinen Mission eo 


DES os 5 ce cone ve ntnsiceencnyus MlStSis. gis cde paceec iad tack aaa eet ee | St. Columbans, Nebr. 
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